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THE 


Maid 8 Tagech. 


ACT L SCENE I. 


Enter Cleon, , Strato, Lyſippus, and Diphilus. | 


HE reſt are making ready; Sir. 
Strat. So let them, there's time enough. 
Lipb. You are the Brother to the King, my Lord, 
We'll take your word. 
Lyſ. Strato, thou haſt ſome skill in n, 
What think'ſt thou of a Mask? will it be well ? 
Strat. As well as Mask can be. 
* Lyſ. As Mask can be? 
Strat. Yes, they muſt commend their King, and ſpeak in Praiſe 
of the aſſembly, bleſs the Bride and Bridegroom, in Perſon of 
ſon e God; they're tyed to Rules of Flattery. 
Cle. Sce, good my Lord, who. is return'd! 
Enter Melantius. 
Ly/. Noble Melantiur! The Lend by me 
Welcomes thy Virtues home to Rhodes, © 
Thou that with Blood abroad buy'ſt us our Peace; 
The Breath of Kings is like the Breath of Gods; 
My Brother wiſht thee here, and thou art here; 
He will be too kind, and weary thee with often welcome j whe 
the time doth give thee a welcome above this or all the World's. 
Nel. My Lord, my Thanks; but theſe ſcratch'd Limbs of mine 
Have ſpoke my Love and Truth unto my Friends, F 
More than my Tongue e'er could: my Mind's the ſame © 
It ever was to you; where I find Worth, 
I love the Keeper, . till he ler it go, 
And then I follow it. Diph. = worthy Brother! 


Ee 


1 


ET, - 15 be Maids Tragedy. 


He that rejoices not at your Return 


In Safety, is mine Enemy for ever. 


Ae, thank-thee Dipbilus: bur thou are faulty: b 
I ſent for thee to exerciſe thine Arms W, 


With me at Patria: thou cam'ſt not, Dipbilus: Twas ill. 


Dipb. My noble Brother, my Excuſe 


Is my King's ſtrict Command, which you, my Lord, 
Can witnels with me. / 'Tis true, Melantiur, 


He might not come till the dolemnity 


Of this great Match were paſt. Dipb. Have you heard of je? - 
Mel. Yes, I have given cauſe to th 


ole- that 


Envy my Deeds abroad, to call me gameſome; 
I have no other Buſineſs here at Rhodes. | 


Lyſ. We have a Mask to Night, 


And you muſt tread a Soldicr's meaſure. 2 7 
Mel. Theſe ſoft and ſilken Wars are not for me; 

The Muſick muſt be thrill, and all confus d. 

That ftirs my Blood, and then I dance with Arms : 

But is Amintor wed? Dipb. This Day. 5 


- Mel. All Joys upon him, for he is 


His Worth is great z Valiant he is, and Temperate, a IN. 
And one that never thinks his Life his own, 


my Friend: 


If his Friend need it: When he was a Boy, 


As oft as I return'd (as without boaſt 


I brought home Conqueſt) he would 


* 


gaze upon me, 


And view me round, to find in what one Limb 
The Virtue lay to do thoſe things he heard 
Then would he wiſh to ſee my Sword, and feel 
The quickneſs of the Edge, and in his Hand 


. Weigh it; he oft would make me ſmile at this; 


His Youth did promiſe much, and his ripe Years 


Will ſee it all pcrform'd. 
Mel. Hail Maid and Wife! 


Enter Aſpatia paſſing by: 


Thou fair Aſpatia, may the holy Knot, 


i A thou haſt tyed to day, laſt till 


Age undo't; may'fl thou bring 


the Hand 
a Race 


Unto Amintor, that may fill the World 


Succeſſively with Soldiers. Aſp. My hard Fottunes 
Deſerve not Scorn; for I was never proud 


When they were good. Mol. How's this? + [Exit Aﬀp. 


Lyſ. You are miſtaken, for ſhe is not Married. 
Ael. You ſaid Amintor was. Diph. 'Tis true; but 


Aol. Pardon me, I did receive 
Letters at Patria, from my Amintor, 


That he ſhould marry her. Diph, And fo it ſtood, 


- 


— 
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In all Opinion long 3 but your Arrival 


Bent long againſt me, and he ſhould not think, 


His Greatneſs with the King? Lyſ. Les; but this Lady 
Walks diſcontented, with her watry Eyes 


Stuck full of Flowers, ſhe with a Sigh will tell 


To bury Lovers in, and make her Maids 


# . 


The Maid s Tragedy. 


Made me imagine you had heard the Change. | 32 
Mel. Who hath he taken then? y. A Lady, Sir, 
That bears the Light above her, and ſtrikes dead 


With flaſhes of her Eye; the fair Euadne, your virtuous Sifter. | 


Auel. Peace of Heart betwixt them: but this is ſtrange. 5 3 
Ly/. The King my Brother did it, ; 
To honour youz and theſe Solemnities 
Are at his Charge. Mel. Tis Royal, like himſelf; 
But I am ſad, my Speech bears ſo untortunate a found 
To beautiful Aſpatia; there is Rage 
Hid in her Father's Breaſt ; Calianax - 


If I could call it back, that 1 would take 


So baſe revenges, as to ſcorn the State 
Of his negleAed Daughter: Holds he ill 


Bent on the Earth: The unfrequented Woods 
Are her Delight; and when ſhe ſees a Bank 


Her Servants what a pretty place it were 


Pluck em, and ſtrow her over like a Corſe. 

She carries with her an infe&ious Grief, 

That ſtrikes all her Beholders; ſhe will ing 

The mournfuPft things that ever Ear hath heard, 
And ſigh, and ſing again; and when the reſt 

Of our young Ladies, in their wanton Blood, 
Tell mirthful Tales in courſe that fill the Room 
With Lavghter, ſhe will with ſo ſad a Look 
Bring forth a Story of the filent Death | . 
Of ſome forſaken Virgin, which her Grief x 
Will put in ſuch a Phraſe, that e'er ſhe end, | 


She'll ſend them weeping one by one away. 


Mel. She has a Brother under my Command | 4 


Like her, a Face as womaniſh as hers, 


But with a Spirit that hath much out-grown 
The Number of his Years. 5 
| 8 Enter Amintor. 
Cie. My Lord the Bridegroom ! a 
Mel. I might run fiercely, not more haſtily 
Upon my Foe : I love thee well, Amintor, 


My Mouth is much too narrow for my Heart; 


15 to look upon thoſe Eyes of thine; 
non art my Friend, but my diſorder d Speech 


Cuts 


| 
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= . Victory fits on his Sword 


Ia Peace, I'll 
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Cats off my Love: Amin. Thou art Melantinsz 
All Love is ſpoke in that, a Sacrifice | 
To thank the . Melantius is return'd 


D- 


ſne was wont; may ſhe build there and dwell, 4 

And may thy Armour be as it hath been, 
Only thy Valour and thy Innocence. | 
W hat endleſs Treaſures would our Enemies give, 
That I might hold thee ſtill thus! 

ei. I am but poor in words, but credit me, young Man, 
Thy Mother could no more but weep, for joy to ſec thee 
After long abſence; all the Wounds 1 have 
Fetch not ſo much away, nor all the Cries 


Of widowed Mothers: bur this is Peace; 


And what was War? Amin. Pardon, thou holy God 
Of Marriage-bed, and frown not, I am forc'd, E: 
In anſwer of ſuch noble Tears as thoſe, : 4 
To weep upon my Wedding-day. | 889 { 

Mel. | fear thou art giown too ſick z for 1 hear | 
A Lady mourns for thee, Men ſay, to Death, / 
Forſaken of thee, on what Terms I know not. | 

Amin. She had my Promiſe, but the King forbad it, } 

And made me make this worthy Change, thy Siſter, — 
Accompanied with Graces above her, | | 
With whom I long to loſe my luſty Youth, 
And grow old in her Arms. Mel. Be proſperous. 

Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. My Lord, the Maskers rage for you. hs N 

Hi. We are gone. Cleon, Strato, Dipbilus. | 5 

Amin. We'll all attend you, we ſhall trouble you | | 
With our Solemnities. el. Not fo, Amintor. 4 
Bur if you _ at my rude carriage F 

o as much for you in War, 
hen you come thither: yer I have a Miftres 4 
To bring to your Delights; rough though 1 ams | 
] have a Miſtreſs, and ſhe has a Heart, 10 
She ſays, but truſt me, it is Stone, no better, e PR, | 
There is no place that I can challenge in't. e 
But you ſtand ſtill, and here my Way lies. | Exeunt. 

Euter Calianax with Diagoras. 

Cal. Diagoras, look to the Doors better for ſihame, _—_ in 
all the World, and anon the King will rail at me; why very nl 
faid, by Fove the King will have the Show i'th* Court. 

Diag. Why do you ſwear ſo, my Lord? | 
You know he'll have it here. 


Cal. By this Light if he be wiſe he will not. 
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Diag. 


The Maid's Tragedy. 7 

Diag. And if he will not be wiſe, you are forſworn: - 

Cal. One may wear out his Heart with ſwearing, and get thanks 
on no fide, I'll be gone, look to't who will. 
| Diag. My Lord I ſhall never keep them out. 

Pray ſtay, your Looks will terrifie them. nf 

Cal. My Looks terrifie them, you Coxcombly Afs you! VIl'be 
judg's by all the Company whether thou haſt not a worſe Face 
than 8 | | | 
| Diag. | mean, becauſe they know you and your Office. 

Cal. Office! I would I could put it off, l am ſure 1 ſweat quite 
through my Office, I might have made room at my Daughter's 
Wedding, they had near kill'd her among them. And now [| 

muſt do ſervice for him that hath forſaken her; ſerve that will. 
| | | : [ Exit Calianax. 

Diag. He's ſo humorous ſince his Daughter was forſaken: hark, 
hark, there, there, ſo, ſo, codes, codes. | | Wk: 
W hat now? | [Knock within. 

Mel. Open the Door. Diag. Who's there? Mel. Melantins. 
Diag. I hope your Lordſhip brings no Treop with you, for if 
you do, I muſt return them. ; 3 

Enter Melantius, and a Lady. 

Mel. None but this Lady, Sir. 

Diag. The Ladies are all plac'd above, fave thoſe that come in 
the King's Troop, the beſt of Rhodes fit there, and there's room. 

Mel. I thank you, Sir. When I have ſeen you -plac'd, Madam, 
1 muſt attend the King; but, the Mask done, Vil wait on you 
again. 

* Stand back there, room for my Lord Melantius, pray 
bear back; this is no place for ſuch Youths and their Trul's; let 
the Doors be ſhut again; ay, do your Heads itch? I' ſer. teh 
them for you: ſo now thruſt and hang: again, who is't now ? [ 
cannot blame my Lord Calianax for going away; would he were 
here, he would run raging among them, and break a dozen wiſer 
: —_ than his own in the twinkling of an Eye: what's the ncws 
na Þ | | 
Bs] I pray can you help me to the ſpeech of the Maſter 


Diag. If I open the Door I'll cook ſome, of your Calves-heads. 
Peace Rogues again,— who is't? 


Mel. Melantius. FIVirhin 

| | Enter Calianax 20 Melantius. 

Cal. Let him not in. | | 

Diag. O my Lord I muſt; make room there for my Lord. Is 
your Lady phlac'd ?- | | [o Mel. 

Mel. Yes Sir, I thank you. My Lord Calianax, well met, your 


Cal. 


cauſcleſs Hate to me I hope is buried. 


ſence of the King? Alel. I did. 


* 


3 The Maid's Trage d). 
Cal. Yes, 1 do ſervice for your Siſter here, i a 
That brings my own poor Child to timeleſs Death . 

She loves your Friend Amintor, ſuch another falſe-hearted 
Lord as you. Ael. You do me wrong, | 
A moſt unmanly one, and I am flow 

In taking vengeance; bur be well advis d. 

Cal. It may be ſo: Who plac'd the Lady there ſo near the pre- 

Ca). My Lord, {t.c muſt not fic there, Ael. Why? 
Cal. The place is kept for Women of more Worth. 
| Mel. More Worth than ſhe? it miſ-becomes your Age 
And Place to be thus womaniſh ; forbear z Rs 
What you have ſpoke, I am content to think 
The Palſey ſhook your Tongue to. | 
Cal. W hy *tis well if I ſtand here to place Mens Wenches: 
Mel. I ſhall forget this Place, thy Age, my Safety, and through 
all, cut that poor fickly week thou haſt to live, away from 
thee. | | „ SY 
Cal. Nay, I know you can fight for your Whore. 
Mel. Bate the King, and be he Fleſh and Blood, 
He lyes that ſays it; thy Mother at fifteen 
Was black and ſinful to her. Diag. Good my Lord! 

Mel. Some God pluck threeſcore Years from that fond Man; 
That I may kill him, and not tain mine Honour; : | 
It is the curſe of Soldiers, that in Peace  _ 

They ſhall be brain d by ſuch ignoble Men, 

As (if the Land were troubled) would with Tears 

And Knees beg Succour from em. Would that Blood 

(Thar Sea of Blood) that I have loſt in fight, | 
Were running in thy Veins, that it might. make thee 

Apt to ſay leſs, or able to maintain 
Shouldft thou ſay more. This &bodes | ſee 
But a Place priviledg'd to do Men wrong. 

Cal. Ay, you may ſay your pleaſure. 

* Enter Amintor. 
Amin. What vile Injury - 
Has ftirr'd my worthy Friend, who is as flow = = 
To fight with Words, as he is quick of Hand? 2 
Mel. That heap of Age, which I ſhould reyerence - 
If it were temperate z but teſty Years LT 
Are moſt contemptible. lis 
Amin. Good Sir forbear. 1 
Cal. There is juſt ſuch another as your ſelf, 
Amin He will wrong you, or me, or any Ma, 
And talk as if he had no Lite to loſe, 3 


Since this our Match: The King is ; ing is. 5 


— 


is nought 


| T would 


— 


1 


| 13 Maid's Tragedy. 9 
I would not for more wealth than I enjoy, —_ | 
He ſhould perceive you raging; he did hear 
You were at difference now, Which haſtned him. 
Cal. Make room there. | 
0 = Haut boys play within, _ 
Enter King, Evadne, Aſpatia, Lords and Ladies. 
King. Melantius, thou art welcome, and my Love 
Is with thee ſtill; but this is not a Place ; 
To babble in; Calianax, join hands. ons | 
Cal. He ſhall not have my hand. King. This is no time 
To force you to't, I do love you both: CO 
Calianax, you look well to your Office; N 
And you Melantius are welcome home. Begin the Mask. 
Mel. Siſter, I joy to ſee you, and your Choice. 3 
' You lookt with my Eyes when you took that Man; 
Be happy in him. 3 - [Recorders play. 
Evad. O my deareſt Brother! 185 | 
Your Preſence is more joyful than this Day can be unto me. 


— * 


N A 
= Night riſes in Miſts. 


Night. Our Reign is come; for in the raging Sea 
The Sun is drown'd, and with him fell the Day: 
Bright Cintbia hear my voice, I am the Night 
For whom thou bear'ſt about thy borrow'd Light; 
Appear, no 5 thy pale Viſage ſhrowd, 

But ſtrike thy Silver Horn thorough a Cloud, 
And ſend a Beam upon my ſwarthy Face, 

By which I may diſcover all the Place 
And Perſons, and how many longing Eyes | 

Are come to wait on our Sdlemnities. 5 [ Enter Cint hia. 
How dull and black am 1? I could not find | | 
This Beauty without thee, I am fo blind; 

Methinks they ſhew like to thoſe Eaſtern Streaks 
That warn us hence, before the Morning breaks; 
Back, my pale Servant, for theſe Eyes know how. 
To ſhoot far more and quicker Rays than thou, 

Cintb. Great Queen, they be a Troop for whom alone 

One of my cleareſt Moons I have put on; 

A Troop that looks as if thy ſelf and 1 | 

Had pluckt our Reins in, 4nd our Whips laid by, 

To gaze upon theſe Mortals, that appear 3 

Brighter than we. Mgbt. Then let us keep em here, 

And never more our Chariots drive away, Sateen 

But hold our Places, and out- ſl ine the Day. 
8 | | * ut b. 


———— — —— — 


. T be Maid's Tragedy. 


Cinth. Great Queen of Shadows, you are pleasd to ſc | 
Of more than may be done; we * vot TE | peak 55 
The Gods decrees, but when our time is come, or 

uſt drive away, and give the Di7 pur room. 

Yet while our Reign laſts, let us ſtretch our Pow'r 

To give our Servants one contented hour, 

With ſuch unwonted ſolemn Grace and State, 

As may forever after force them hate 
Our Brother's glorious Beame, and wiſh the Night 

_ Crown'd with a thouſand Stars, and our cold Light: 
For almoſt all the World their ſervice bend 
To Phebus, and in vain my Light I lend, | | 
Gaz'd on unto my ſetting from my riſe „ | 
Almoſt of none, but of unquiet Eyes. | 2 

Night, Then ſhine at full, fair Queen, and by thy pow'r 
Produce a Buth to crown this happy hour; 

Of Nymphs and Shepherds let their Songs diſcover, 

Eaſie and ſweet, who is a happy Lover; WR 
Or if thou woot, then call thine own Endymion 
From the ſweet Flowry Bed he lies upon, 

On Latmus top, thy pale Beams drawn away, 

And of this long Night let him make a Day. | 
+ - Cinth. Thou dream'ſt, dark Queen; that fair Boy was not mine, 
Nor went 1 down to kiſs him; Eaſe and Wine MY 
Have bred theſe bold Talcs; Poets, when they rage, 
Turn Gods to Men, and make an Hour an Age; 
But I will give a greater State and Glory, 

And raiſe to time a noble Memory ö 
Ot what theſe Lovers are: Riſe, riſe, I ſay, 
Thou Pow'r of Deeps, thy Surges laid away, 

Neptune, great King of Waters, and by me. 
Be proud to be commanded. | 

Nepr. Cintbia, ſee, | 
Thy word hath fetcht me hither, let me know 
'Why 1 aſcend. | . 

Cintb. Doth this M. jeſtick Show | 3 

Give thee no knowledge yet? MWepz. Yes, now [ {ce 
Something intended (Cinrbia) worthy thee; _ 

Go on, I'll be a Helper. Qntb. Hie thee then, 

And charge the Wind flie from his Rocky Den. 22155 
Let looſe thy Subjects, only Boreas, ö 
Too foul for our Intention as he was; | 
Still keep him faſt chain'd; we muſt have none here 
But vernal Blaſts, and gentle Winds appear, . 
Such as blow Flow'rs, and through the glad Boughs ſing 
Many ſoft welcomes to the luſty Spi ing. 


} 


4. 


[Neptune rifes... 


== 


3 


Theſe 


The Maid's Tragedy. | 
Theſe are our Muſick: Next, thy watry Race 
Bring on in Couples; we are plcas'd to grace 
This noble Night, each in their richeſt things 
| Your own Deeps or the broken Veſſel brings, 
Be prodigal, and 1 ſhall be as kinds. 
And ſhine at full upon you. MNepe. Ho the Wind! 
To | Enter Kolus out of a Rock, 
Commanding Eolus! Evol. Great Neptune Nept. He. 
- Bol. What is thy will? Nept. We do command thee free 
Favonius, and thy milder Winds, to wait 
Upon our Cini bia, but tye Boreas ſtraight; 


He's too rebellious. Eol. I ſhall de it. 


Nept. Do, great Maſter of the Flood, and all below, 


Thy full Command has taken. Eol. Ho! the Main! 


Neptune. Nept. Here. Eol. Boreas has broke his Chain, 
And itruggling with the reſt, has got way, 
Nepr. Let him alone, I']l take him up at Sea; 
He will not long be thence; go once again, 
And call out of the bottoms of the Main, 
Blue Pyoreus, and the reſt; charge them put on 
Their greateſt Pearls, and the moſ ſparkling Stone 
The bearing Rock breeds, till this Night is done 


By me a ſolemn honour to the Moon; 


Fly like a full ſail. Eol. I am gone. Cinth, Dark Night, 
Strike a full Silence, do a thorough right 3 
To this great Chorus, that our Muſick ma 

Touch high as Heav'n, and make the Eat break Day 


SONG. 
Cinthia zo 25 Power, and them © g 
5 We obey. | | . 
Foy to his great Company, 
N And yo Day ; 
Come ro for this Night away, 
Till the Rites of Love are ended, 
And the luſty, Bridegroom ſay, | 
© Welcome Light, fall ' befriended. 
Pace out, you watry Powers below, 
Let your Feet 1 
Like the Gallies when they row, 
| Even beat. | 
Let your unknown Meaſures ſet - 
To the ſlill Winds, tell to all 
That Gods are come immortal great 
To bonour this great Nuptial, 
"DS. - | 


I 


[Mufck, 


s 3 


5 


The 


N i 3 the Maid 5 
| The Meaſure, Second Song. 


; All back thy 8 dark, Night, till we have „ | 4 


| The Day will come 700 ſoon z "; 0 
Tung Maids will carſe thee if thou ſteal 8 Wn 
And leav'ſt their Blufhes pe} 10 the Day. 
t 72 27 4 aud bide 1 

luſbes of the Bride. 


| Sto entle Nis the and with thy Darhne over 
42 Abe K os Of her j Dork 15 ; 


Stay, and confound her er Tears, and ber ſbrill of-, 


Her weak Denials, Vows, and often Dyings z 
Stay, and hide all, 
But belp not, rhough WL call. earth 


Nepe. Great Qgeen of us and Heav'n, 


Hear whar 1 bring to make this hour a full one, 


If not her meaſure. Cinrb. Speak, Seas King. 


Nett. Thy Tunes my Ampbitrite j 7 to have, 


When they will dance upon the ring Wave, 
And court me as the Sails, my Tryrons play 
Muſick to lead a Sear Ih lead the way. 


SON 1 Meaſure. 


To bed, z0 bed; come Hymen, lead the TH . 


And lay ber by ber Husband's Side: 
Bring in the e every ons, 
That grieve to hye alone: 

That they may 160 

T9 morrow will be other, hiſt and ſaid: 
Heſperus be long a ſbining, 

Whilſt theſe Lovers are a evining. 


Fol. Ho! Neptune!  Neps. Eolust a ; 85 


Eol. The Seas go high, 
ee hath rais'd a Storm; o and "LIN 
Thy Trident, elſe ! "60a cer Day 
Many a tall Ship will be caft away: 


— - 


while, they may 7 4 e 


Deſcend with all the Gods, and al! their 8 to ſtrike a Call. 


Cinth, A thanks to every one, and to 8 
89 great Serviee done at my deſire, 
Ve ſhall have many Floods, fuller and higher 
Than you have wiſhed for; no Ebb ſhall dare 
To let the Day ſee where your 1 s are: 
Now back unto your Government in haſte, 


Leſt your proud Charge ſhould ſwell above the Waſte, 


And win upon the nn Nebt. We obey. 


— 


Cint b. 


F eprure pan, and the Sea-gods. 


The Maid s TY ; t3 
Cintb. Hold up thy head, dead Night; ſec'ſt thou not Day? 
The Eaſt begins to lighten, 1 guſt down, 
And give my Brother place. Nigbr. Oh! I could frown 
To ſee the Day, the Day that flings his Light 
Upon my Kingdoms, and contemns old Night; 
Let him go on and flame, I hope to fee 
Another wild-fire in his Axletree; 
And all falſe drencht: But I forgot, ſpeak 8 
The Day grows on, I muſt no more be ſeen. 
Cin. Heave up thy drowſie Head again, and ſee 
A greater Light, a greater Majeſty, 
Between our Sc& and us; whip up thy Team; 
The Day breaks here, and yon ſome flaſhing Stream 
= Shot from the South; ſay, which way wilt thou go? 
Night. I'll vaniſh i into Miſts. | [ Exit, 
Cinth, I into Day. LExit. Finis Mack, 
King. Take lights there, Ladies, get the Bride to bed; 
We will not ſee -u laid, Good night Amintor, | 
We'll eaſe you of that tedious Ceremony; 
Were it my Caſe, I ſhould think time run ſlow, 
If thou be Noble, Youth, get me a Boy, 
Thar may defend my Kingdom from my Foes. 
Amin. All Happineſs to you. N 3 
IM Good night, Molantius. 15 U LEvount- 


A II. SCENE * 


Enter Brads, Aſpatia, Dula, and other Ladies. 


Dula, Adam, ſhall we undreſs you for this Fight? 
| The Wars are nak'd that you muſt make to Night. 
Evid. You are very merry, Dula. 
Dul. J ſhould be far merrier, Madam, if it it were with me as i 
is with you. Evad. Why how now Wench? 
Dula. Come Ladies will you —_ 
Evad. I am ſoon undone. 
Dule, And as ſoon done: 
Good ſtore of Cloaths will trouble Pu: at bell. 
Evad. Art thou drunk, Dulaa 
Dula. Why here's none but we. N 
Evad. Thou think'ſt, belike, there 1 is no Modefly 
When we are alone. 
Dela. Ay by my Troth, you hit my thoughts arigbt. 
Evad. You prick me, Lady. Dula. Tis againſt my will: 
Anon you mutt endure — and lic ſtill. 
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| Youre beſt to praftiſe. Evad, Sure this Wench i * man. 
Dula. No faith, this is a trick that I Have had 
Since | was fourteen 
Evad. * Tis high time to leave it. 
Dula. Nay, now I'll keep it till the trick leave me; 
A dozen wanton Words put in your Head, les 
Will make you lively in your Husband's Bed. 
Evad, Nay iaith, then take it. 
Dula. Take it Madam, where? 
We all, 1 hope, will take it, that are here. _ Is 
Evad. Nay chen T'll give you oer. Dula, So will I make 
The ableſt Man in Rhodes, or his Heart to ake. 
Evad. Wilt take my place to Night ? | | _ 
Dula. I'll hold your Cards 'gainſt any two | know. | | 4 
Evad, What wilt thou do? 1 
Dula. Madam, we'll do't, and make em leave play too. 
Evad. Aſpatia, take her part. Dula ] will refuſe it. 
Evad. Why do. Dula. You will find the play 
Quickly, becauſe your Head lies well that way. 
/ Evad. I thank thee, Dula; would thou could'ſt inſtil 
| Some of thy Mirth into Aſpatia: 
Nothing but ſad Thoughts in her Breaſt do dwell; 
Methinks a mean betwixt you would do well. 
Dula. She is in Love, hang me if I were ſo, 
But J could run my Country: I love too ; 
s do thoſe things that People in Love do. — 
- ſp. It were a timeleſs Smile ſhould prove my Cheek. * 
It were a fitter hour for me to laugh, 
When aß the Altar the religious Prieſt 
Were eg the offended Powers 
With Sacrifice, than now; this ſhould have "PN | 
/ My Night, and all your Hands have been — 
Ia giving me a ſpotleſs Offering 
To young Amintor's Bed, as we are now 
5 For you: Pardon, Evadne would my Worth 
Mere great as yours, or that the King, or he, w 
Or both, thought ſo. Perhaps he found me worthleſs, 
But till he did o, in theſe Ears of wine 
(Theſe credulous Ears) he pour'd the ſweeteſt words 
That Art or Love could 2 z if he were falſc, 
Pardon it Heav'n, and if I did want 
Virtue, yoa ſafely may forgive that too; 
For | have left none that I had from you. 
% Evad Nay, leave this fad talk, Madam. 
Aſp. Would I could, then ſhould I leave the Cauſe. 
| Euad. ny if you have not ſpoil'd all Dula's Mirth. 4h 
© 95. 
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| De Maid's Tragedy. 
Aſp. Thou think'ſ thy Heart hard, but if thou bee'ſt caught, 
remember me; thou ſhalt-perceive a Fire ſhot ſuddenly into thee. 
| Dula. That's not fo good, let 'em ſhoot any thing but Fire, 1 
fear em not, . | 
Aſp. Weil Wench, thou may'ft be taken. | : 
Evad. Ladies good Night, Vii do the reſt my ſelf. 
Dula. Nay, let your Lord do fome. 
Aſp. Lay a Garland on my Hearſe of the diſmal Yew. 
Evad. That's one of your ſad Songs, Madam, | 
Ap Believe me, tis a very pretty one. 
. Evad. How is it, Madam? | 


3 ON G. 
Af. 4 Garland on my Hearſe of the diſmal Tew 
ry he Willow Branches bear; ſay I died true : 


My Love was fee but I was firm from my bour of Birth ; 
Upon my buried Body lay lightly gentle Earih, 


to make one Dream of Hobgoblins. I could never have rhe Power; 


Evad Fie on't Madam, the Words are ſo ſtrange, they are able 


Dula. I could never have the Power 
To Love one above an Hour, 
| But my Heart would prompt mine Eye 
On f me other A. an to flie; : | 
Venus, fx mine Eyes faſt, 
Or if not, give mo all that I ſhall ſee at laſt, 


Evad. So, leave me now. 25 

Dula. Nay, we muſt ſee you laid. 

Aſp. Madam good - night, may all the Marriage joys 
That longing Maids imagine in their Beds, 
Prove fo unto you; may no Diſcontent 
Grow 'twixt your Love and you; but if there do, 
Enquire of me, and | will guide your Moan, 
Teach you an Artificial way to grieve, 
To keep your Sorrow waking z love your Lord 
No worſe than I; but if you love ſo well 
Alas, you may diſpleaſe him, fo. did 1. 
This is the laſt Time you ſhall look on me: 
Ladies farewel; as ſoon as l am dead, 
Come all, and watch one Night about my Hearſe ; 
Bring each a Mournful Story, and a Tear, 
To offer at it when I go to Earth: 


With flatrring Ivy claſp my Coffin round, 
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5 The Maid's Tragedy. 


W- ite on my Brow my Fortune, let my Bier 


Be born by Virgins that ſhall Sing, by courſe, 
The Truth of Maids, and Perjuries of Men. 
Evad. Alas, I pity thee. ' — — 
Onmes. Madam, good- night. 
x: Lady. Come, we'll let in the Bridegroom. 
Dula. Where's my Lord? 
' 1 Lach. Here take this Light. Th | 
| | Enter Amintor. | - 
ulz. You'll find her in the Dark, © | 
1 Ladj, Your Lady's ſcarce a- Bed yet, you muſt help her. 
Aſp. Go, and be happy in your Lady's Love; 
May alt the Wrongs that you have done ro me 
Be utterly forgotten, in my Death, i 5 
Fil trouble you no more, yet 1 will take 
A parting Kits, and will not be deny'd. 
You'll come, my Lord, and fee the Virgins weep 
When I am laid in Earth, though you your felf 


[ Exit Evad by 


Can know no Pity: Thus | wind my felf 


Into this Willow Garland, and am prouder 

That 1 was once your Love (though now refus'd ) 

Than to have had another true to me. | 

8d with my Prayers I leave you, and muſt try. 

Some, yet unpräctis'd, Way to grieve and die. 

Dula. Come Ladies, will you go? Ys Exit Aſpatia. 
Om. Good - night my Lord. | : 

admin, Much Happineſs unto you all. \ ¶ Exeunt Ladies, 


Idi that Lady wrong: Methinks I feel 
Her Grief ſhoot ſuddenly through all my Veins; 


Mine Eyes run; this is ſtrange at ſuch a Time. 


It was the King firſt moy'd me to't, but he 


Has not my Will in keeping Why do! 
Perplex my felt thus? Something whiſpers me, 
Go not to Bed. My Guilt is not fo great 


As mine own Conſcience (too ſenſible) 


Wonld make me think; I only brake a Promiſe, 


And 'twas the King that forc'd me: Timorous Fleſh, | 
Why ſhak'ſt thou ſo?. away my idle Fears. 


Enter Evadne. 
Yonder ſhe is, the Luſtre of whoſe Eye 
Can blot away the ſad Remembrance is 
Of all theſe things: Oh my Evadue, ſpare WES 
That tender Body, let it not take Cold; 
The Vapours of the Night will not fall here. 
To Bed, my Love; Hymen will puniſh us 
For being flack Performers of his Rites, 
Cam'ſt thou to call me? Evad, No. 


— 5 X 5 R 
* p . 2 2 dt 7 
Rs " * % 


f — r 


e n. Matt Tg. 
| * "Cul come my Love, 


mas” 


And let us loſe our ſelves to one another; EY 


Why arr thou up ſo long: ow Lawn "ot well. Fg 


AI I have baniſh'd Sickneſm. 


E vad. Good my Lord, I eannot Sleep. 

Amin. Evadne, we'll watch, I mean no ſleeping. 
Evad. I'll not go to Bed. Amin. prethee o. 

Evad. I will not for the World. | 

Amin, Why, 1 dear Love? 

Evad. Why? 1 have Sworn I will not. 

Amin, Sworn! Evad. Ay. | 

Amin, How? Sworn, Evadue? * 

Evad. Yes, Sworn, Amintor, and will ſwear again; 


If you will wiſh to hear me. 


Amin. To whom have you ſworn this? 
Evad. If I ſhould name him, the Matter were not great. 
Amin. Come, this is but the Coyneſy of a Bride. 
Evad. The Coyneſs of a Bride? 
Amin. How prettily that Frown becomes thee! 
Exad. Do you like it ſo? 
Amin. Thou canſt not dreſs thy, Face i in ſuch a Look 


| But I ſhall like ir. Eved. What Look like you beſt? 


Amin. Why do you ask? © 0 
Evad, That I may fhew you one leſs pleaſing to you.” 
Amin. I prethee put thy Jeſts in milder Looks, 

It ſhews as thou wert, Angry. | 
Euad. So perhaps I am indeed. 
Amin, Why, who has done thee Wrong? 

Name me the Man, and by thy ſelf 1 ſwear, 

Thy yet unconquer d ſelf, I will revenge thee. _ 
Evad. Now I ſhall try tby Truth; if chou doſt love me, 

Thou weigh'ſt not any thing compar'd with me: 

Liſe, Honour, Joys Eternal, all Delights 

This World can yield, or hopeful People ſeign 

Are in the Life to come, ate light as Air 

To a true Lover when his Lady frowns, + 

And bids him do this: Wilt thou kill this Man? 


Swear, wy Santor, and I'll kiſs the Sin off from thy Lips. 


Amin. \ Will not ſwear, ' ſweet Love, 


"Till I 28K the Cauſe. Evag. 1 Soth thou wou'dfi 


Why, ir ' thou that wrong'f me, I hate thee, 

Thou mould have kill'd thy (elf. Fes 
Amin. If 1 ſhoald know that, 1 ſhould quickly Ein 

The Man you hated. Road. Know it then, and dot. 
Amin. Oh oy what 8 8 ſoe er thou ſhalc 2 on, 
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* "The Maids Tragedy. -- BE OE 


(2 To G 5 bath, ee e , | 
| * I cadnot find one Blemiſh-in thy Face, 
45 Where Falſhood ſhould abide. Leave, and to Bed; 
If you have ſworn to any of the Virgin, 7 | 
That were your old Companions, to preſerve.” of | 
- Your Maiden-head a Night,” it may be done wirhout this means... 
Evad. A Maiden-head, Amintor, at my —_— 
Amin. Sure ſhe raves, this cannot be . 
* natural Temper; ſhall 1 call thy Maids? 5 
: Kicker thy healthſul Sleep hath lefc rhce long. 5 
Or elſe ſome Fever rages Th thy Blood. ET PH 
1 Evad. Neither, Amintor; think you am Mad, 
Becauſe I ſpeak the Truth? Te I 
Amin. Will you not lye with me to Ni _ EL 
Evad, To Night? You talk as if I would hereafter. CES 
Amin. Hereafter? Yes, I do. Evad. You are 3 We” 
| Pur off Amazement, and with Patience mark by - 
Wbat I (hall urter, for the Oiacle 
Kaos nothin "g rrver; 'tis nor for a Night, 
Or two, that forbear thy Bed, but for ever. 
Amin 1 dream, — awake Amintor! 
Evad. You hear right. 
1 ſooner will find out the Beds of Socket | | 
And with my yourhful Blood warm their cold Feb, 2 3 
Leiting them curl themſclyes about my Limbe, : 125 
Than ſſeep obe Wight with thee; this is not feignd. | 
Nor ſounds it like the Coyneſs of a Bride. " Sa 
Amin, Is Flcſh fo earthly to endure all this? . * 
Are theſe the Joys of Marriage? Hymen, keep ig Ye" 20 
This Story (that will make ſucceeding Youth. : 
Neglect thy Ceremonics) from all Ears: 5 
1 Let it not rife up for thy Shame and mine 
To after Ages; we will ſcorn thy Laws 
If thou no better bleſs them; rouch the Heart 
Ol her that thou haſt ſent me, or he Wand. 74+: - 
: Shall know there's not an Altar that will ſmoak. 42 2 
1 In praiſe of thee; we will adopt us Sons; ORG: 
WEL  .  Fhen Virtue ſhall inherit, and not Blood. „ 
1 I we do luſt, we'll take the next we meer, . * * 
KServing our ſelves as other Creatures do, 8 Ke £5 W 
1 And never take Note of the Female more. A ö 
= Nor of her Iſſue. I do rage in vain, A 
Sue can but Jeſt; Oh! pardon me my Love; & 5 
3 So dear the Thoughts are that I hold of — 
T hat muſt break forth: Satis fie my fear: 
Xi Pain, Tf Hand of Death, © 
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. the Maids „ Wogedy. 


To be in doubt; confirm ir wits an Oath, if f hi be true. 
Evad. Do you invent the Form: 
Let there be in it all the binding Words 
Devils and Conjurers can put together, 
And 1 will take it; 1 have ſworn Feldes, 
And here, by all things holy, do again, 
Never to be acquainted with thy Bed. 
Is your doubt over now ? 
Amin, 1 know too much, would 1 had doubtcd ſtill. 
Was ever ſuch a Marriage Night as this! | 
You Pow'rs above, if you did ever mean | 
Man ſhould be us'd thus, you have thought a Way. 
How he may bear himſelf, and ſave his Honour, 
Inſtru&-me in it; for to my dull Eyes 
There is no mean, no moderate Courſe to run, 
I muſt live ſcorn'd, or be a Murderer; © 
Is there a third? Why is this Night fo Calm? 
Wh oy does not Heay'n ſpeak in Thunder to us, 
drown her Voice? | 
Evad. This Rage will do no good. Et 
Amin. Evadne, hear me, thou haſt ta'en an Oath, 


a 8 / 
24 y s I 4 3 
3 A N ww k * 1 4 2 


Baut ſuch a raſh ono that, to keep it, were 


Worſe than to ſwear it; call it back to thee; 
Such Vows as thoſe never aſcend the Heav'e 
A Tear or two will waſh it quite away: 
Have Mercy on my Youtb, my hopetul Youth, 
If thou be pitiful, for (without Boaſt) 3 
This Land was proud of me - what Lady was there, 
That Men call'd Fair and Virtuous in this Ile, 
That would have ſhun'd my Love? It is in tbee 
To make me hold this Worth — Oh! we vain Men 
That truſt out all our Reputation, 
Io teſt upon the weak and yielding Hand 
Of feeble But thou art not Stone; 
Thy Fleſh is ſoft, and in thine Eyes doth dwell 
The Spirit of Love, thy Heart cannot be heard. . 
Come lead me from the bottom of Deſpair, * 
To. all the Joys thou haſt z I know thou wilt; 
And make me careſul, leſt the ſudden Change 


O'ercome my Spirits. 


5 


Evad. When I call back this Oath, the Pains of Hell environ me. 


Amin. I ſlcep, and am too temperatey come to Bed, or by 
— Thoſe Hairs, which if thou haſt a Soul like to thy Locks, 
Were Threads for Kings to wear about their Arms 


_Evad. Why ſo perhaps they are. 


Amin. I'll ** thee to * gs and * thy Tongue fg | 
0 


. * * 

i 7 : : | 1 Fa | | 
_ E!Vuad. Do you not hazard that. ; 24 
Ain, Ha' ye your Championsgss? 
= *  , _ Evad, Alas Amintor, think'ſt thou 1 forbear _ 
my - I 0o fleep with thee, becauſe. I have put n 

— IA Maiden's ſtrictneſs? look upon theſe Cheeks, 


% > And thou ſhalt find the hot and riſing Blood 
8 Unapt for ſuch a Vow; no, in this Heart | 
There dwells as much Deſire, and as much Will —- 
Io pur that wiſht Act in practice, as ever yet | 
Was known to Woman, and they have been ſhown 
Both; but it was the folly of thy Youth, x 
To think this Beauty (to what Land ſoeber " 
= 9 8 It (hall be call'd) ſhall ſtoop to any Second. - T 5 
—_— 1 do enjoy the beſt, and in that height WE 
_ Have ſworn to Stand or Die: You gueſs the Man. -_ 
| Amin, No, let me know the Man thar wrongs me ſo, 
TDhat 1 may cut his Body into Motes, . 
wi | And ſcatter it before the Northern Wind, 
PF - 4, . Evad. You dare nor ſtrike him, 7 
27 1118 Amin. Do not wrong me ſo; 3 9 
Ves, if his Body were a pois nous Plant, 1 


That it were Death to touch, I have a Soul 
BY Will throw me on him. Evad, Why tis the King, 
” uin. The King! CEved. What will you do now? 
1 Ain. Tis not the King F 
e Evad. What, did he make this Match for dull Amintor? 


ens. Oh! thou haſt nam'd a Word that wipes away 
3 All Thoughts revengeful; in that Sacred Name, 250 
T The King, there lies a Terror; what frail Man 
1 Dares lift his Hand againſt it ? let the Gods 
_ + Speak ro him when they pleales © 
Shy | Till when let us ſuffer, and wait. 
4 * Evad. Why ſhould you fill your ſelf fo full of Hear, 


a And haſte fo ro my Bed? Lam no Virgin. 
en. What Devil put it in thy Fancy then 


* 
* r To marry me? Evad. Alas, I miſt have one SHO 
To father Children, and to bear the Name + 
3 Of Husband to me, that my Sin may be more honourable . 
ann. What a ſtrange thingram Is 
able onc; one that my ſelf am ſorry for. | 
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If thou haſt Puy, though thy Love be none, 
Kill me, and all true Lovers that ſhall live 
In after Apes croſt in their defires, # . 
Shall bleſs thy Memory, and call thee good, 
Becauſe ſuch Mercy in thy Heart was found, | 
TL.0o rid a lingring Wretch. Evad. I muſt have one | - P 
Io fill thy Room egain, if thou wert Dzad; By SOR : i 
Elſe by this Night I woulJ: I pity thee. 
Amin. Theſe ſtrange and ſudden Injuries have (all'a 
So thick upon me, that I loſe all Senſe © | „ 
Of what they are. Methinks I am not wrong'd, ä „ . 
Nor it is ought, if from the cenſuring Word © + 
I can but hide it Reputation * 
Thou art a Word, no more: But thou haſt ſhewn 
An Impudence fo bigh, that to the World E 7 hs 
1 fear thou wilt betray or ſhame thy (elf, $5" 5 
Evad. To cover Shame I took thee, never feat | ; 
That I would blaze my ſelf. 20 "6 LES HD 
2 n. Nor let the King PTY 
Know | conceive he wrongs me, then ine Honour ' | 
Will thruſt me into Action, that my Fleſh . 
Could bear with Patience; and it is ſome caſe. 
To me in theſe Extreams, that 1 knew this 8 
Before I toucht thee elſe had all the Sins 
Of Mandkind ſtood betwixt me and the King, 
I had gone through em to his Heart and thine. 
T have loft one Deſire, tis not his Crown 
Shall buy me to thy Bed: Now I reſolve 
He has diſhonour'd thee; give me thy Hand, 
Be careful of thy Credit and fin cloſe, ; 
"Tis all I wiſh ; upon thy Chamber-floor ro 
Pl reſt ro Night, that Morning Viſiters 


May think we did as Married People uſe, | | | g 
And prethee ſmile upon me when they come, Þþ 
And ſeem to toy, as if thou hadſt been pleas'd 4+ | 

With what we did. Evad. Fear not, I will do this. 

Amin. Come let us pracliſe, and as wantonly 

As ever loving Bride and Bridegroom met, 

Let's laugh and enter here,  Evad. I am content. 

Amin. Down all the Swellings of my troubled Heart.“ 
When we walk thus intwin'd, let all Eyes fee 4 

| [ Exeunt, 


* 


* 


If ever Lovers better did agree. 1 
Enter Aſpatia, Antiphila and Olympias. 


Af. Away, you are not ſad, force ic no furthers; - „ 
| Good Gods, how well you look! ſuch a full colour — e 
pk . „ 5 Toung 8 
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That down-caft of thine Eye, Olympiasy: 


WH Or his Maſt ſpent or ſome kind Rock „ 
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Teng cant Brides pur on: Sure you ae new ee 
Ant. Yes, Madam, to your Grief, 


Aſp. Alas! poor Wencher. Sf 
Go learn to love firſt, learn to loſe your cles, 
Learn to be flitter'd, and be lieye, and bc ſs : 


Tze double Tongue that did it; 


Make a Faith out of the Miracles cf Ancient 1 


Did you ne'er love yet, Wenches ? ſpeak Ohnpias, 


Such as ſpeak Tiyth and dy'd in't, 5 t 1 - 
And, like me, believe all Faithful "and be miſerable ; | 


| 2 2 Thou haſt an eaſie Temper, fir for Stump. 


_ Olymp. Never. Aſp. Nor you, Antiphila? - Ant. Nor l. 8 A 
ſp. Then my good Girls, be more than Wien wile, : 
At leaſt be more than 1 was; and be ſure 


| : Vou credit any thing the Light gives Light to, =o : > 1 © 0 


Before a Man; rather believe the Sea Sie BR: 
Meeps for the ruin'd Merchant when he roars; Hs og 

Rather the Wind courts but the pregnant Sails 7 
When the ſirong Cordage cracks; rather the Sun _ 


Comes but to kiſs the Fruit in wealthy Autumn, 


When all falls blaſted; if you needs muſt Love 

(Forc'd by ill Fate) take to your Maiden Boſoms . 
Two Jew cold Aſpicks, and of them make Lovers, 
They cannot flaiter nor forſwear; one Kiſs 

Makes a lon "g Peace for all; but Man, 2 

Oh that bealf Man! Come let's be ſad, my 21 


Shews a fine Sorrow; mark Antightle, - : \ 
Juſt ſuch another was the Nymph Oenons, _— 
W hen Paris brought home Helen: Now a Tear, 
And then thou art a piece expreſſing fully _ 
The Carthage Queen, when from a cold Sea Rock, 
Full with her Sorrow, ſhe ty'd faſt her Eycs 
To the fair 779jan Ships, and having loſt them, 
Juſt as thine Eyes do, down ſtole a Tear, 4ntripbila, = ; 
W hat would this Wench do, if ſhe were Aſpatia? 
Here the would ſtand, till ſome more 78 God 
Turn'd her to Marble. Tis enough, A 
Shew me the piece of Needle work you ren 2 OS. A, 
Ant. Of Ariadne, Madam? Aſp. Yes, that Piecc. A * 
This ſhould be Theſens, he'as a coz'ning Face, e 
You meant him for a Man. Ant. He was ſo, * 
Aſp. Why then tis well enough, never look back «k 
You have a full Wind, and a falle Heart, Theſeut z _ - 
Does not the Story ſay, his Keel was fpilt, | | 


Do that Fear to the Life, Wench. 


— As 


2 m. Maid ry PR „ 7 8 
"Met with bis „ Veſſel? © - Ant. Net us 1. remember. „ 75 
Ab. It ſhould ha“ been ſo; could the Gods know this, WEE — 
And none of all their number raiſe a Storm? fg 
But they are all as ill. This falſe Smile was well expreſt; 
Juſt ſuch another caught me; you ſhalt not BO ſo, arb, 
In this Place work a Quickſand, | 
And over it a ſhallow imiling Water. . 
And his Ship ploughiog it, and then a Fear. a 


Ant. "Twill wrong the Stor. 2 | 
Ab. Iwill make the Story, wrong'd by wanton Poets, „ 5 op 
Live long and be beliey'd, But where's the Lady? 1 
Ant. | here, Madam. 
Aſp. Fie, you have miſs'd it here, Antipbila, 
You are much miſtaken, Wench ;' 
Theſe Colours are not dull and pale enough, 
To ſhew a Soul ſo full of Miſery 
Az this ſad Lady's was; do it by wo, 
Do it again by me, the loſt Aſpatia, 
And you ſhall find all true bur the wild Iſland 3 
1 ſtand upon the Sea - beach now, and think 
Mine Arms thus, and mine Hair blown with the Wind, 
Wild as that Deſart, and let all h,] me | 
Tell that I am forſaken, do my Face 
(If thou hadſt ever feeling of a Sorrow) 
Thus, thus, Antipbila, ſtrive to make me loox 
Like Sorrow's Monument; and the Trees about me, 
Let them be dry and leafeleſs; let the Rocks 
SGroan with continual Surges, and behind me 
Make all a Deſolation; look, look, Wenches, 
A miſerable Life of this poor Picture. 
Chm. Dear Madam! _ 
Aſp. I have done, fit down, 5 let us 
Upon that Point fix all our Eyes, that Point there; 
Make æ dull ſilence, till you feel a ſudden Sadneſs wy 
Give us new Souls. 3 2 
| Enter Calianax. „ "ul 
Cal. The King may do this, and he may not do it; | 
nt My Child is wrone'd,. diſgracd. Well, how now Huſ-wiyes ? 
What, ax your caſe? Is this « time to fir ſtill? up you young lazy 
Whores, up, or l'll (winge you. 
Ohlym. "Nay, good my Lord. | 
Cal. You'll lye dvwn ſhortly. get you in and ork 5 
What are you grown ſo reſty? you want Eus, 
We ſhall have ſome of the © out Boys do that Office. 
_ Me. My Lord we da no more than ye are ä 


| 9 3 * 


. Ar, = 
Ae is the 1 $ e e be thus in Griefy 


She is forſaken. 
© {© Cal. There's x Rogue too, fb 
XA young diſſembling Slave; well, get you 5n, 
A Pl have a bout with that Boy; tis high time 
No to be valiant; I confeſs my Youth 5 
= > Was never prone that way, What, made an 4 
As Court Stale? Well, I Ih be valiant, 
ag And beat ſome dozen of theſe Whelpsz I will; and there's 
4 95 ' Apother of em, a trim cheating Soldie:. | 
I maul that Raſcal, h'as out-brav'd me twice; os 
=. But now I thank the Gods Va valiant, | 


Ig 


"Wh Go, get you in, Fil take a 9 all. ous 
3 — x * "0 SN : | |" * ö 
3 4 _ "EO Enter Cleon, Strato, and Diphilas 3 | 
„ Cle.” 7 Our Siſter i is not up yet, rel 
— <CyOj XxX: 4 Dipb. Oh, Brides muſt take * Morning's reſt; J 
1 eons is an Stra. But not tedious. : 
nt | | Dipb. What odds, he has not my Siſter's Maidenhead to Night? 


Stra. No; it's odds 42 any Bridegroom living, he ne er ' gets 
it while he lives. 


Diph. You're merry with m 


Sifter, o. leaſe to allow me 
P the ſame freedom with your Mother. 5 l of 5 
S)., She's at your Service. | 
_ © Diph, Then ſhe's merry enough of her T7 ſhe needs n no rickling, 
—_— Knock at the Door. 8 | 
_— Stra. We ſhall interrupt them. 
—_—— Diph. No matter, they have the Year bebte thim. 0 
=” Good morrow, Siſter; ſpare your ſelf to Day, 8 8 
=. -. A Night will come again. SL CES 4M 
__ eG g A Ener * 1 e 5 
n Amin. Who's there, m Brother? I am no 5 | 
l 4 x | rde now up. 4 yer * 
1 = Dipb. You look as you bad loſt your Eyes to Night; 
—_ + think ou ha' not ſlept. Amin. . I have not. N 
90076. You have done better tdben. ö 
Amin. We ventur'd for a Boy; when he is Twelve, 535 AS 
bs | He ſhall command 2gainſt the Foes of Rhodes, „ 
Sg Stra. You cannot, 75 want Sleep. lad. 


Amin. Tis true but ſhe, by 
_ | 4 it ſhe had drunk Letbe, or had made 8 ä A 
Teen with Hor D3 92 fetch 0 ill A Weep, „ 8 


be Maids Tragedy. — 4 


| _ $0 (weet and (ound. --Diph. What's that? | 


Amin. Your Siſter frets this Morning, an EL turn 
Her Eyes upon me, as People on their Headſman; 


| She does chafe, and kiſs, and chaſe again, 


And clap my Cheeks; ſhe's in another World. 
Dipb. Then 1 had loſt 3 I was about to lay, 
You had not got her Maiden-head to Night. . * 
Anin. Ha! he does not mock me; you d loſt indeed; 
I do not uſe to bungle. Cleo. You do deſerve her. 
Amin, I laid my Lips to hers, and that wild Breath 
That was rude and rough to me, laſt Night, 


Was (weetis April. Vil be guilty too, Th Alle. 
It theſe be the ecke. oN 


Enter Melantius. 
Ael. Good day y, Amintor, for to me the Name 
Of Brother is too diſtant z we are Friends, | 
And that is nearer. Amin. Dear Melantiys \ 
Let me behold thee, is it poſſible? 
Mel. What ſudden gaze is this? 
Amin. Tis wond'rous ſtrange. | 
Mel. Why does thine Eye defire ſo frier view 
Of that it knows ſo well!? | v 
There's nothing here that is not thine. 
Amin. I wonder much, Melantins, - 
To ſee thoſe noble Looks that make me think 
How virtuous thou art; and on the ſudden 
Tis ſtrange to me, thou ſhouldſt have Worth and Honour, 
Or not be baſe, and falſe, and rreacherous, 
And every ill. But Mel. Stay, ſtay, my. Friend, 
I fear this ſound will not become our Loves, 
No more, embrace me. Amint. Oh miſtake me not 3 3 1 
I know thee to be ſull of all thoſe ay..." | 
"That we frail Men call good; but by the courſe. 
Of Nature thou ſhould'ſt be as quickly chang'd 
As are the Winds, diſſembling as the Sea, # 
That now wears Brows as ſmooth as Virgins be, 
Tempting the Merchant to invade his . - 
And in an Hour calls his Billaws up, 
And ſhoots em at the Sun, ceſtroying all. 


« ip 


He carries on him. O how near am : 4 8 Alle. 


To utter my ſick Thoughts! 
el. But why, my Friend, ſhould 1 be ſo by Nature? 
Amin | have wed thy Siſter, who hath. victuous T houghts 
Enough for one whole Family, and, it. is. range 5 
That you ſhoud feel no want. | 
- -» Mel, Believe me, this * too cunning for me, 


a 
a * 
* 
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— 0 The Mails OY 8 
„ 5 What ſhopld Ibe then, by the eburſe of Nature, 355 
WS 13 They havirig both robb'd me of ſo much Virtue? 


Ta O call the Bride, my Lord Amintor, that we may ſee her 3 
bluſh, and turn her Eyes down; it is the prettieſt ſport. | 22 
Amin. Evad us Evad. My Lord! © * 
Amin. Come forth, my Love, 1 
Your Brothers dv atrend to wiſh you Joy. 
Evad, I am not ready yet. . . 
Eva. They'll mock me. | 
Amin. Faith thou ſhalt come in. fy 
Enter Eyadne. TY . 
Mel, Goo! morrow, Siſter ; he that underſtands ** | 
Whom you have os need not to wiſh you Joy: 
You have enough, * e heed you be not proud. : 
Dipb. O Siſter, t have you done! 
Evad. I done! why, what have I done? 
Stra. My Lord Amintor ſwears you are no Maid now. 
| Evad, Puſh! Stra. Vfaith he does. fr 
Evad. I knew I ſhou'd be mockr. 
Diph. With a Truth. | 
Evad. If 'twere to do again, in faich 1 would not Ay. 
Amin. Nor I, by Heay'n. [Ape 
Diph. Siſter, Dula ſwears ſhe heard you cry two Rooms off. 
Evad, Fie, how you talk: Dipb. Let's ſee you walk. 
Evade, by my troth you're ſpoil'd. Mel. Aer! 
Amin. Hal 44el. Thou art fad. 
Amin. Who, 1? I thank you for that 
Shall Diphilus, thou and 1 ling a Catch? Mel. mow! 
Amin. Prethee let's * 
Mel. Nay, that's too much the other way. | 
Amin. I am fo lightned with my Happineſs: 
> How doſt thou, Love? kiſs me. 
Evad. I cannot Love y ou, you tell Tales of me. 

Amin. Nothing but what beeomes us. Gentlemen, | | 
Would you had all ſuch Wives, and all the World,” M1 58 
Thar I might be no wonder. Youre all-ſad A on 134 
What, do you envy me? I walk, methinks, . A019 OTH 
On Water, and ne'er fink, I am fo light. 

Mel. Tis well you are ſo. 

Amin. Well? how can l be other, when 5 looks than? 
ls there no Muſick there? Let's Dance. er 

Mel. Why? this is ſtrapge, "Amtintor ! Y 


* 


Amin. I do not know my ſelf; 2 Vil. 7e a 
Yer I could wiſh my Joy were ſeß. Net 

Diph. PIl marry too, if it wilt make one thus, Fo «af 

Fuad. Amintor, hark. | * FE: Aide. 


Amin. 


— 5 = 
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rt me Maid's Tragedy. © 
Amin. What ſays my Love? I mult obey. 101 
Evad. You do it ſcurvily, t will be perceiv'd. 
Cle. My Lord, the King is here... 
5 Enter King and Lyſippus. 
Amin. Where? Sera. And his Brother. 
- King. Good morrow all. | 
Amintor, joy on, Joy fall thick upon thee ! 
And, am, you are altei'd fince I ſaw you, 
I muſt ſalute you; you are now another's ; 
How lik'd you your Night's Reſt? Evad, Ill, Sir. 
Amin. Ay ! *deed ſhe took bur little. 4 * 
. Tyſ. You'll let her take more, and thank her too ſhortly, 
King. Amintor, wert thou truly honeſt e 
Till thou wert Married? | 2 4 
Amin, Yes, Sir. os $10 
King. Tell me then, how ſhews the Sport unto thee? 
Amin. Why well. Xing. What did you do? 
Amin. No more nor leſs than other Couples uſe; 
You know what tis z it has but a courſe Name. 
King. But prethee, I ſhould think, by her black Eye, | 
And her red Check, ſhe ſhould be quick and ftirring . 
In this ſame buſineſs, ha? 1 | 
Amin. I cannot tell, I ne er tryd other, Sir, but I perceive ſhe 
is 2s quick as you delivered. 8 
King. Well, you'll truſt me then, Amintor, 
To chuſe a Wite for you again? Amin. No never, Sir. 
King. Why? like you this ſo ill? & 
Amin. So well I like herr | 
For this 1 bow my Knee in thanks to you, 
And unto Heay'n will pay my grateſul Tribute 
Hourly, and do hope we ſhall draw out 
A long contented Lite together here, 
And die both full of gray Hairs in one Dy; 
For which the Thanks is yours: But if the Pow'rs 
7 rule us, pleaſe to call her firſt away, | 
Without Pride ſpoke, this World holds not a Wife 
Worthy to take her room. A 
King. I do not like this; all forbear the Room, 
But you, Amintor, and your Lady. I have ſome ſpeech with 
Tou, that may concern your after living well. 5 
Amin. He will not tell me that he lis with her: if he do, 
Something heav'nly ſtay my Heart, for | ſhall be apt 
Fo thruſt this Arm of mine to Acts unlawſul, 
Kling. You will ſuffer me to talk with her, Auintor, 
And not have a jealous pang! | 
Amin. Sir, I dare truſt my 8 | 
5 | 2. 


% - 


Dee Maid's Traged.  — 
With whom ſhe dares to talk, and not be jealous, N 
W .. King. How do you like Amintor? © 
* i Evad. As I did, Sir. King. How's that!  -—+ 88 8 
' Evad. As one that, to fulfil your Will and Pleaſure, * 


have given leave to call me Wife and Love. 

King. I ſee there is no laſting Faith in Sin; 
They that break word with Heav'n, will break again 
With all the World, and fo doſt thou with me. . 

Evad. How, Sir? | MOM £ hs * 

King. This ſubtile Woman's Tgnorance en 
Will not excuſe you; thou haſt taken Oaths ET ee ng 
So great, methought they did not well become e LY 
A Woman's Mouth, that thou wouldſt ne'cr enjoy : 

A Man but me. 4s i Vp | . R 
Evad. I never did ſwear ſo; you do me wrong. 
King. Day and Night have heard it. A 
Evad. I ſwore indeed that 1 would never love 

A Man of lower place; but if your Fortune | 

Should. throw you from this height, I bad you trot 

1 would forſake you, and would bend to him 

That won your Throne; I love with my Ambition, 

Not with mine Eyes; but if I ever yet di 

Touchr any other, Leprofic light here | | 

Upon my Face, which for your Royalty I would not ſtain! 

King. Why thou diſſembleſt, and it is in me to puniſh thee. 

Evad. Why, it is in me then not to love you, which will 
More afflict your Body, than your Puniſhment can mine. 

Kng. But thou haſt let Amintor lie with thee. 7 

Evad. I ha' not. Ning. Impudence ! he ſays himſelf ſo; - 

Evad, He lyes. Ning. He does not. SI | 

Evad. By this Light he does, ſtrangely and baſely, and I'll prove 
it ſo; 1 did not ſhun him for a Night, © | 
But told him 1 would never cloſe with bim. 

King. Speak lower; tis falſe. | 
Evad. 'm no Man to anſwer with a Blow; | 
Or if I were, you are the King; but urge me not, tis moſt true: 

King. Do not I know the uncontrouled thoughts | 
That Youth brings with him, when his Blood is high 
With Expectation, and Deũreg gf hee © -— 
He long bath waited for? Is nothis Spirit, 
Though he te temperate, of a valiant Strain, | | 
As this our Age hath known? What could he do, a 
If ſuch a ſudden Speech had met his Blood, | e 
But ruin thee for ever? if he had not kill'd thee, | 
He could not bear it thus; he is as we, ill Wo 
Or any other wrong d Man. Evad. It is diſſembling. 


| King, 


Me Maid's Tragedy. 29 
King. Take him; rarewel ; henceforth I am thy Foc; 
And what Diſgraces I can blot thee, look for. | 

Evad. Stay, Sir; Amintor; you ſhall hear Amintor. 

Amin. Whac, my Love ? 

Evad. Amintor, thou haft an ingenuous Look, 

And ſhouldſt be virtuous; it amazeth me, 
That thou canſt make ſuch baſe malicious lyes, 

Amin. What, my dear Wife? { 

Evad. Dear Wife! I do deſpiſe thee; "ih 
Why, nothing can be baſer, than to ſow | 
Diſſention amongſt Lovers. Amin. Lovers! who? 

Fouad. The King and me. Amin, O Heav'n! 

| Evad. Who ſhould live long, and love without diſtaſte, 

Were it not for ſuch Pickthanks as thy ſelf! 

Did you lic with me? ſwear now and be puniſht in Hell 

For this. Amin. The faithlcſs Sin I made | 

To fair Aſpatia, is net yer reveng'd, | ES: 
It follows me. I will not loſe a word EM 58 
To this wild Woman; but to you, my King, N 
The anguiſh of my Soul thruſts: out this Truth, 
You're a Tyrant; and not ſo much to wrong 

An honeſt Man thus, as to take a pride 

In talking with him of it. 

- Evad. Now, Sir, ſee how loud this Fellow ly'd. 

Amin. You that can know to wrong, ſhould know how Men 
Muſt right themſelves: What Puniſhment is due = | 
From me to him that ſhall abuſe m F 
It is not Death; nor can that ſatisfic, 

Unleſs I ſend your Lives through all the Land, 
To ſhew how nobly | have freed my ſelf. 

King. Draw not thy Sword, thou know'ſt I cannot fea 
A Subject's Hand; but thou ſhalt feel the weight 
Of this, if thou doſt rage. Amin. The weight of that? | 
If you have any worth, for Heay'ns ſake think = 
I fear not Swords; for as you are meer Man, 

I dife as eaſily kill you for this Dced, | 
As you dare think to do it: but there is 
Divinity about you, that ſtrikes dead 

My riſing Paſſions; as you are my King, 

I fall before you, and preſent my Sword 


4 


To cut. mine own Fleſh, if it be your will. „ 
Alas! I'm nothing but a multitude PE \ 
Of walking Griefs; yet, ſhould I murther you. 


J might before the World take the excuſe 

Of Madneſs: for compare my Injuries, 

And they will well appear too ſad a weight | 
| | . For 


| © 7D | The Maid's Tragedy:  * 
For Reaſon to endure z but fall I firſt J 
Among my Sorrows, e' er my treacherous Hand 
Touch holy Things : But why ? I know not what 
have to ſay; why did you chuſe out me 

To make thus wretched? there were thouſand Fools | 

. | | Exfie to work on, and of State enough, within the Iſland, 


Evad. | would not have a Fool, it were no * for me. 
Amin. Worſe and worſe! 


Thou that dar'ſt talk unto thy Husband thus, 
Profeſs thy ſelf a Whore; and more than ſo, 

R ſolve to be ſo ſtil}; it is my Fate | 
To beat and bow beneath a thouſand Griefe, 

To keep that little Credit with the World. | 
But there were wile ones too, you might have ta'en 
Another. Ning. No; for | believe thce Honeſt, 

As thou wert Valiant. Amin, All the Happineſs _ 


- 
- 4 4 ” 
* N. 
„ 
* 
WED 


Beſtow'd upon me, turns into Diſgrace; NON | 
Cods take your Honeſty again, for ! 1 
Am loaden with it. Good my Lord the King, | 


Be private in it. King. Thou may ſt live, Amintor, 
Free as thy King, if chou wilt wink at this, LOA | 
And be a means that we may meet in ſecret. OE ws 
Amin. A Bawd! hold my Breaft, a bitter Curſe : 
Seize me, if | forget not all reſpets _ Mus 
Thar are Religious, on another word | „ 
Sounded like that, and through a Sea of ſins 7 
Will wade to my Revenge, though 1 ſhould call : 
Pains here, and after Life, upon my Soul. 
King. Well, I am reſolute you lay not with her, 5 
And ſo leave you. [Exit King, 
Evad. You muſt be prating, and ſee what follows 
Amin, Prithee vex me nor. 
Leave me, 1 am afraid ſome ſudden Qart 18 
Will pull a Murther on me. | 
Evad. l am gone; 1 love my Life well. [Exit Evadne. 
Amin, 1 hate mine as much. TOs 2 
This 'tis to break a Froth; | ſhould be glad 5 
If all this tide of Gricf would make me mad. Exit. 
Enter Melantius. 
Mel. V1! know the Cauſe of all Amintor's Griefs, 
Or Friendſhip ſhall be idle. | 


1 
Cal. O Melantius, my Daughter will die. 5 
Mel. Truſt me, I am ſoreyz would thou hadſt ta'en "Rs Room. 
Cal. Thou art a Slave, a Cur-throart Slave, a bloody treacherous 
. Mel. Take heed old Wars thou * be * to rave, (Slave. 


„ | 5 : Ard 


The Maid Tragedy. „ 
And loſe thine Offices. Cal. I am valiant grown | 
At all theſe Years, and thou are but a Slave. 3 1 
Mel. Leave, ſome Company will come, and I reſpe& V3 
Thy Veare, not thce fo much, that 1 could wiſh 
To laugh at thee alone. 

Cal. VII ſpoil your Mirth, I mean ro fight with thee, 

There lie my Cloak, this was my Fathcr's Sword, | 
And he durſt fight; are you prepar'd? | 
Mel. Why? wilt thou doat᷑ thy ſelf out of thy Life? Hence 
get thee to Bed, have careful looking to, and eat warm things, 
and trouble not me; my Head is full of Thoughts more weighty 

than thy Life or Death can be. * 
Cal. You have a Name in War, when you ſtand ſaſe 

Amongſt a multitude ; but I will try 

What you dare do unto a weak old Man 

In fingle fight; you'll: ground, I fcar: Come, draw. 
Mel. 1 will not draw, unleſs thou pull'ſt thy Death 

Upon thee with a ſtroke; there's no one blow 

That thou canſt give, hath ſtrength enough to kill me. 

Tempt me not fo far then; the Pow'r of Earth 

Shall nor redeem thee. Cal. I muſt let him alone, 

He's ſtout and able; and to fay the Truth, 

However I may ſer a Face, and talk, 

1 am not valiant: When J was a Youth, 

I kept my credit with a teſty trick I had, 
2 Cowards, but durſt never fight. 

| el. I will not promiſe to prelerve your Life if you do ſlay. 
Cal. | would give half my Land that I duift fight with that 

proud Man a little : If 1 had Men to hold, 1 would beat him, till 

he ask me Mercy. - | e 
Mel. Sir, will you be gone? e 
Cal. I dare not ſtay, but I will go home and beat my Servants 


all over for this. [ Exit Calianax. 
Mel. This old Fellow haunts me, 


But the diſtracted carriage of mine Amintor 
Takes deeply on me, I will find the Cauſe; 
I fear his Conſcience cries, he wrong'd ſpatia. 
| Enter Amintor. 
Amin. Mens Eyes are not ſo ſubtle to perceive 
My inward Miſery; I bear my Grief f 
Hid from the World; how art thou wretched then? 
For ought I know all Husbands are like me; _ 
And every one I talk with of this Wife, \ 
Is but a well Diſſembler of his Woes $6 Hi 
As Iam: Would 1 knew ir, for the rareneſs affl &s me now. 
Mel. Amintor, we have not enjoy'd our Friendſhip of late, 
For we wert wont to charge cur Souls in talk. Amin. 


, 


* 
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Amin. Melantius, J can tell thee a good Jeſt of mom and « 


Lady the laſt day. Mel. How was't? 
Amin. Why ſuch an odd one. 


Mel. I have long'd to ſpeak with you, not of an idle Jeſt that's 


fore d, but of matter you are bound to utter to me. 


Amin. What is that, my Friend? 


et. I have oblcrv'd your Words fall from your Tongue 


Wildly; and all your Carriage. 

Like one that ſtrove to ſhew his merry mood, 
When he were ill diſpos d: You were not wont 
To put ſuch ſcorn into your Speech, or wear 
Upon your Face ridiculous jollit y: 

Some Sadneſi fits here, which your Cunning wou'd 
Cover o'er with Smiles, and twill not be. hat is it? 
Amin, A Sadneſs here l what Cauſe | 2 

Can Fate provide for me, to make me fo ? 

Am I not lov'd through all this Iſle? the King 

Rains Greatneſs on me: Have I not receivd d 

A Lady to my Bed, that in her Eye 3 

Kec ps mounting Fire, and on her tender Cheeks 

Inevitable Colour, in her Heart * 
A Priſon for all Virtue ? Are not you, | 

Which is above all Joys, my conſtant Friend? 

What Sadneſs can | have? no, I am light, 

And feel the courſes of my Blood more warm 

And ftirring than they were; faith- marry too, 

And you will feel ſo unexpreſtk [Coy 


In chaſt Embraces, that you will indeed appear another. | 


Auel. You may ſhape, Amintor, 4; 
Cauſes to cozen the whole World withal, 
And your ſelf tos; but *tis not like a Friend | 
To hide your Soul from me; tis not your Nature 
To be thus idle; | have ſeen you ſtand 
As you were blaſted, midſt of all your Mirth, - 
Call thrice aloud, and then ftart, feigning Joy 
| So coldly.: World! What do | here? a Friend | 
Is nothing, Heay'a! 1 would ha' told that Man, 
My ſecret Sins; I'll ſearch an unknown Land, 
And there plant Friendſhip, all is wither'd here; 
Come with a complement, | wou'd have fought 
Or told my Friend he ly'd, c'cr ſooth'd him ſo; 
Out of my Boſom. Amin, But there is nothing. 
Mel. Worſe and worſe; farewel;” © 
From this time have Acquaintance, but no Friend. 
Amin. Melantius, ſtay, you ſhall know what that is. 
Mel. Sce bow you play'd with Friendſhip; be advis'd 
How yeu give cauſe unto your ſelf to ſay, 
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You 


- Though it be true. 3 
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You he! loft a Friend. Amin. Forgive what I have dene; 
For 1 am fo o'er-gone with Injuries 
- Unhcard of, that I loſe Conſiderat ion 
Of what 1 ought to do——oh——oh, 
Nel. Do not weep z what is't ? 
May 1 once but know the Man 
Hath turn'd my Friend thus? _ | 

+ $M Amin. I had ſpoke At firſt, but that. el. But what ? 

Amin, I held it moſt unfit 232333 
For you to know; faith do not know it yet. 

Mel. Thou ſeeſt 1 Love, that will kec p company 
With thee in Tears; hide nothing then from me; 
For when I know the cauſe of thy Diſtemper, | 
With mine own Armour I'll adorn my ſelf, Fog 
My Reſolution, and cut through thy Foce, | 
Unto thy Quiet, till I place thy Heart 
As peaceable as ſpotleſs nnacence. What is ic? 
| in. Why, tis this it is too big | 
To get out, let my Tears make way awhile. 

el. Puniſh me ſtrangely Heav'o, if he eſcape 

Of Life or Fame, that brought this Youth to this. 

Amin. Your Siſter, Mel. Well ſaid. 

Amin. You'll wiſht it unknown, when you have heard it. 

Mel. No. Amin. Is much to blame, | bp 
And to the King has giv'n her Honour up, 
And lives in W horedom with him. Ael. How, thi:! 
Thou art run mad with Injury indeed. 
Thou cou dſt not utter this cle; ſpeak again, 
For I forgive it freely; tell thy Griefs. 

Amin. She's wanton; 1 am loth to ſay a Whore, 


Mel. Speak yet again, before mine Anger grow bf 

Up, beyond throwing down; what are thy Grief, L 
Amin. By all our Friendſhip, theſe. | 
Mel. What? am tame: 

After mine Actions, ſhall the name of Friend 

Blot all our Family, and ſtrike the brand 

Of Whore 1 wy Siſter, unreveng d? 

My ſhaking Fleſh be thou a Wirneſs for me, 

Wirh what unwillingneſs I go to ſcourge. 

This Rayler, whom my Folly hath call'd Friend; 

I will not take thee baſely; thy Sword 

| Hangs near thy Hand, draw it, that I may whip 

Thy Raſhneſs to Repentance. Draw thy Sword. 
Amin. Not on thee, did thine Anger ſwell as high 

As the wild Surges; thou * do me Kale te 


Hore 
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„ Here, and Eternally, if thy noble Hand * 
Wou'd cut me from my 'Sorrows. 


Mel. This is baſe and fearful they et uſe to utter Lies: 
Provide not Blows, but Words to qualifle 
The Men they wron ng'd ; thou haſt a guilty Cauſe, 

Amin. Thou 14 ſt me; for ſo much more like this | 
Will raiſe my Apger . up above 2 e . 5 


Which is a Pa fier to be 4 Gan, 
And J ſhall then be happy. ck Hed ab 
Mel. Take then more tg raife ie ks 'Tis meer 
Cowardice makes thee not draw; and I will leave thee doad 
However; but if thou art ſo much preſt 
With Guilt and Fear, as not to dare to fi 1 
Il make thy Memory loath'd, and fix a candat- 
BD beds / Upon thy Name for ever. Amin. Then I draw, 
3 As juſtly as our Magiſtrates their Swords, 
1 To cut Offenders off; 1 knew before 
x  _- *Twould grate your Ears; but it was baſe in you 
'2 Tuo urge a weighty Secret from your Friend, 
| And then rage ax it; 1 ſhall be ar eaſe 
} LR. If I be kili'd; and if you fall by me, | 
[ 5 1 ſhall not long out. live you. Auel. Stay a while: 
—_ The name of Friend is more than Family, 
; Or all the World beſides; I was a Fool. 
YOM Thou ſearching human Naryre, that didft nike. 
_. To do me wrong, thou art inquifitive, 
IF And thruſts me upon Queſtions that will take h 
. 1 My Sleep away; would I had dy d, &er known BS... 
| | | This ſad Diſhonour. Pardon me my Friend; 
If thou wilt ſtrike, here is a faithful Heart, = 
| Pierce it, for I will never heave my Hand RA 
| To thine; behold the Pow'r thou haft in me! 
i OMP 1 do believe my Sifter is a Whore, | 
"wh | A Leprous one; put up thy Sword, young Man: 
Amin. How ſhou'd 1 bear it then, ſhe bein 
1 I fear, my Friend, that you will tofe ** Nerd 
| And I ſhall do a foul A en 2 Fo, 
'Throughth eſe Diſgraces. Mol. Better half the 1 Land 
Were buried quick together; no, Amintor, 
; Thou ſhalt have Eaſe: O this Adult'rous King | 
4 - - That drew her to't! where got he the Spirit 
To wrong me ſo? Amin. What Bir then to 4 
If it be wrong to you! 61 
Mel. Why, not fo much: The credit of our Houſe | tlc 
Is thrown away; 4 
But from his lron Den PI waken ö Wo 


| Shall ſteel my Sword, an 
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And burl him on this Kin 17 my Honeſty * et 
on its horrid point 
I wear my Cauſe, that ſhall amaze the Eyes 
Of this proud Man, and be too ane 
For him to look on. 
Amin. I have quite undone my Fame. 
Mel. Dry up thy watry Eyes, 
And caſt a manly Look upon my Face; 
For nothing is ſo wild as I thy Friend, 
Till I have freed thee : ſtill this ſwelling Breaſt , 
1 go thus from thee, and will never ceaſe 
My Vengeance, till 1 find my Heart at Peace. 

Amin. It muſt not be ſo; ſtay, mine Eyes wou'd tel! 
How loth I am to this; but Love and Tears | 
Leave me 2 while, for 1 have hazarded 
All this World calls happy; thou haſt wrought 
A Secret from me under name of Friend, 
Which Art could n&erthave found, nor Torture wrung 
From out my Boſom; give it me again, | 
For I will find it, wheteſoe er it lies hid 
In rhe mortal'ft part; invent a way to give it ook. 

Mel. Why wou'd you have it back ? | 
I will to Death purſue him with Revenge. 

Amin. Therefore 1 call it back from thee; for I know 
Thy Blood ſo high, that thou wilt ſtir in this, 

And ſhame me to Poſterity: 
Take to thy Weapon. 2 | 

Mel. Hear thy Friend, that head more Years than thou. 

Amin. 1 will not hear: but draw, or 1 — el. Amntor. 

Amin. Draw then, for I am full as reſolute 
As Fame and Honour-can inforce me be ; 

I cannot linger, draw. Mel, I do=—bur is no 

My ſhare of Credit equal with thine, if 1 do tir? 
Amin. No; for it will be call'd ' | 

Honour in thee to ſpill thy Siſter's Blood, 1 

If ſhe her Birth abuſe, and on the King * 
A brave Revenge : but on me that have walkt 

With Patience in it, it will fix the rg a 

Of fearful Cuckold. O that Worg be quick. 

Mel. Then join with "ns. > e 

Amin. 1 dare not do a Sin, of > I would: Be ſpecdy, 

Mel. Then dare not fight with me, for that's a Sin. 
His Grief diſtracts him; call thy Thoughts again, 

And to thy felf prenounce the Name of Friend, 5 

And ſce what that ”_ work” 3 not fight. 


Amin, 


” ; . 


787 com'ſt as ſent. | 


5 e join — Hands to 2. 


— — 
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' » Amin, You muſtth £ g 


Mol. I will be kill'd firſt, thot ough my Paſſions 
Offer'd the like to you; tis not thi Earth 
Shall buy my Reaſon to it; think a while, 


For you are (I muſt weep 955 | ſpeak that 


Almoſt beſides your \:1. -A Tem . 
So many ſweet Words from thy 11 Mouth, 1 — 


I am aſraid would make me take her 
To embrace, and pardon her. I am mad indeed, 3 
And know not what I do; yer have a Care 
Of me, in what thou d N 
Mol. Why thinks my Friend 1 will forget his Honour, or to EA 
The Bravery of our Houſe, will loſe his Fame, 
And fear to touch the Throne of Majeſty? ? 
Amin, A Curſe will follow that, bur rather live - 
And ſuffer with me. 
el. | will do what Worth ſhall bid me, and no more. 
Amin. Faith I am ſick, and deſp 'carely | hope, TE 
Vet leaning thus, I feel a kind © Eaſe. "Mis 1 
Mel. Come take again your Mirth about vu. 
Amin. I thall never dot, 


Mel. I warrant you, look up, we'll walk together, 


Put thine Arm here, all ſhall be well 


- Amin. Thy Love, O yrretChed, I "thy Love, 4 A ; Why, 
I have nothing elſe. 


Mel. Be merry tben. < [Exennz. 
Enter. Melantius again. 2 
Mel. This 1 oung Man may do Violence * 
Upon himſelf, but I have cheriſht him 
To my beſt Pow' r, and ſent him ſmiling from me 
To counterfeit again. Sword hold thine Edge, 
My Heart vill never fail me. Dipbilus, 9 


| Enter Diphilus. 

Diph. Yonder has been ſuch laughing. 

Mel. Bet hint whom? VE 
Dipb. Why, our Siſter and the King. 


1 thought et 1 would break, 


Thy laught us all out of the Room, 
Mel. They muſt weep, Dipbilus. Diph. Muſt SY | | 
Mel. They muſt: Thou art my Brother, and if 1 did believe 
Thou badſt a baſe Thoughp, 1 would ripe it out, 


0 Lie where it durſt. 


Db. You ſhould not, I would firſt mangle | my ſelf and figd it, | 
Mel. That was ſpoke according to our aan a Es 


Ana 


ne Maids mage 5 37 


And * a Firmneſs to what Project I ſhall lay before thee, 
Dipb. You do wrong us both; 
People hereafter ſhall nor ſay there paſs'd 
A Bond more than our Loves, to tie our Livcs 
And Deaths together. 
Mel. It is as nobly ſaid as I would wiſh; | 
Anon I'll tell you Wonders ; we are wrong' d. 
Dipb. But I will tell you now, we'll right our felvce. 
Mel. Stay not, prepare the Armour in my Houſe; 
And what Friends you can draw unto our Side, 
Not knowing of the Cauſe, make ready too; 
Haſte Diphius, the Time requires it, haſte. Exit Diphilus. 
1 hope my Cauſe is juſt, 1 know my Blood LM 
Tells me it is, and 1 will credit it. 
To take Revenge, and loſe my ſelf withal, 
Were idle; and to ſcape impoſſible, | NO 
Without I had the Fort, which Miſery | 
Remaining the Hands of my Old _— 

Calianax, but 1 muſt have it. See 
FY Enter Calianax. 

Where he comes ſhaking by me: Good my Lord, 
Forget yeur Spleen to mc, | never wrong' d you. 
But would have Peace with ey'ry Man. Cal. ' Tis bat; 
If I durſt fight, your Tongue would lie at quiet. 

- Mel. You're touchy without all Cauſe. | 
Cal. Do, mock me. . 

Mel. By mine Honour I ſpeak Truth. 

. Cal. Honour? where ist? 


Mel. Sce what ſtarts you make i into your hatred to my Love and 


| Poke to JOU mm — — 
I come with Reſolution to obtain a Suit of you. 
| Cal. A Suit 6t me! tis very like t ſhould be granted, Sir. 
Mel. Nay, go not hence; 
_ 'Tis this; you have the keepirg of the Fort, 
And 1 would wiſh you, by the Love you ought 
To bear unto me, to deliver it into my Hands. 
Cal. I am infhope that thou art mad, to talk to me thus, 
Mel. But there is a Reaſon to move you to it. 
1 would kill the King, that wrong'd you and your Daughter. 
Cal. Our: Traitor ! 
Mel. Nay but ſtay z I cannot ſcape, the Deed once done. 
Without I have this Fort. 
Cal, And ſhould | help thee? now thy Treacherous 
Mind Betrays it ſelf. Ael Come, delay me not; 


. Give me a ſudden Anſwer, or already 


Thy laſt is ſpoke; refuſe not offcr'd Love, 


When it comes clad in Secrets. 5 ö 


q - * F >” 
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| cl. ic 1 Cay 1 will not, be will kill me, 1 do (ce't writ 
lo his Looks ; and ſhould 1 ſay I will, he'Il run and tell the King: 
I do not ſhune your Friendſhip, dear MHelantius, 
Bur this Cauſe is weighty, give me but an Hour to think. 
Mel. Take it | know this gocs unto the King, 


But I am Arm'd. (Ex. Melant: | " 
Cal. Mcthinks I feel my ſelf 


But twenty now again; this fighting Fool 
Wants Policy; I ſhall revenge wy Girl, 

And make her red again; I pray, my Legs | | = = 
Will laſt that Pace that will carry them, | a | 
| 0. all want eh IP" I find the bed 5 | 3 


ACT W. SCENE 1. 1 


Enter Melantius, Evadae, and a La. © 
Mel. 8 you. 10 | 
Evad. Save you, ſweet . | 9 
Nel. In my blunt Eye methinks' you look, Evadne. | 
Evad. Come, you would make me Bluſh, | 
Mel. I would Evade, 1 ſhall difpleaſe my ends elſr. * of 
_ _ Evad. You ſhall, it you. command me; 1 am baſhfoly ff 

Come Sir, how do I looks = 2 
Mel. I would not haye your Women Hear me 

Break into Commendation of you, cis not ſeemly. 
Eved. Go wait me in the IT fea, Q ; 
Mel. VI. lock rhe Door firſt. [Exennt Ladies. 
Evad. Why? © | | 

/ .Mel. I will not have your gilded Things chat dance 5 . 

Choke up my Buſineſs * 

In Viſitation with their Millan Skins. 0 * r 

— Evad. You are ſtrangely diſpos'd, Sir. TL 
Mel. Good Madam, not to make you merry. 

Evad No, if you praiſe me, *rwill make me ſad, © 1 
Auel. Such a ſad Commendation ' have for you. 
Evad. Brother, the Court hath made you vnty, 


And learn to Riddle. 155 
Mel. I praife the Court for t; bas it learn'd you nothing? 
| Evad. Me? 
. TN. Mel. Ay, Evadne, thou art young and en, 
II iS. A Lady of a ſweet Com plexion, | 
|  .-. And ſuch a flowin Carriage, that it cannot— 
_ x | Chuſe but inflame a Kingdom, Evad. Gentle Brother! 


hs Tis yet in thy Remembrance, fooliſh Woman, 1 


% 
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To make me gentle. Evad. How is this? 
Mel. Tis baſe, A 


And I could bluſh at theſe Years, thorough all 5 5 


My honour'd Scars, to come to ſuch a Parly. 


, ® Evad. I underſtand you not. Mel. You dare not, Fool; 


They that commit thy Faults, fly the Remcmbrance: 


_  *Foad. My Faults, Sir! I would have you know 1 care not 


If they were written here, here in my Forehead. 
Mel. Thy Body is too little for the Story, 

The Luſts of which would fill another Woman, 
Though ſhe had Twins within her. Evad This is ſaucy ; 
Look you intrude no more, there lies your Way, - © 

* Mel. Thou art my Way, and I will tread upon thee, 

Till 1 find Trfith out. ö 


= b 


A 


Evad. What Truth is that you look for? e 
Mel. Thy long - loſt Honour: would the Gods had ſent m 
One of their loudeſt Bolts; come tell me quickly, 
Do it vithout Enforcement, and take heed 50 
You (well me not above my Tempe. 
Evad. How Sir? where gor you this Report ? 
Mel. Where there were Peeple in every Place. 
Evad. They and the Seconds 
- Believe them not, they yu 4 | 
Mel. Do not play with mine Anger, do not Wretch, 
I come to know that deſperate Fool that drew thee | 
From thy fair Life ; be wiſe, and lay him open. 
Evad. Unhand me, and learn Manners; fuch another 
Forgetfulneſs forfeits your Life, | 
Miel. Quench me this mighty Humour, and then tell me 
Whoſe Whore you are, for you are one, I know it. 
Let all mine Honours periih but Vll find him, - ” © 
Though he lie lockt up in thy Blood; be ſudden; 
There is no facing it, and be not flattered; 
The burnt Air, when the Dog reigns, is not fouler 
Than thy contagious Name, till thy Repentance 
lf the Gods grant thee any) purge thy Sickneſs. 
Evad. Be gone, = are my Brother, that's your Safety. 
Mel. T'1l be a Wolf firſt; tis to be thy Brother 
An Infamy below the Sin of a Coward - 
I am as far from being Part of thee, 
As thou art from thy Virtue : Seek a Kindred 
Mongſt ſenſual Beaſts, and make a Goat thy Brother, 
A Goat is cooler. Will you tell me yet! 
Exvad. If you ſtay here and rail thus, I ſhall tell you, 
T'll ha' you whipt; get you to your Command, 
And there preach to your Sentinels, | 


of it are baſe People; 


And 
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And tell them what a brave Man you are; I (hall laugh at you. 
Mel. Yowre grown a gloriovs Whore z where be your 
Fighters? what mortal Fool durit raiſe thee to this daring, 
- And 1 alive? by my juſt Sword, h'ad ſafer 
Beſtride a Billow when the angry North | 2 
Plows up the Sta, or made Heav'ns Fire his Focd: * 
Work me no higher; will you diſcover yet? | 
Evad. The Fellow's mad; ſleep, and ſpeak Senſe. e 
el Force my ſwoll'n Heart no further; I would fave thee ; 
Vaur great Maintainers are 20 are, they dare not, * 
V ou'd they were all, and arm'd, I would ſpeak loud; 
Here's one ſhould thunder to 'em: will you tell me? 
Thou haſt no hope to ſcape; he that dares moſt, Fr 
Ard damts away his Soul to do thee Service, GEM 
Will ſooner fetch meat from a bat! Lion, 
Than come to reſcue thee; thou haſt Death about thee: 
He has undone thine Honour, poyſon'd thy Virtue, 
And, of a lovely Roſe, left thee a Canker. OE 
Evad. Let me conſider. Mel. Do, whoſe Child thou wert, 
W hoſe Honour thou haſt murder'd, whoſe Grave open'd, 
And ſo pull'd on the Gods, that in their Juſtice | 
They muſt reftore him Fleſh again and Life, _ 
And raiſe his dry Bones to revenge his Scandal 
Evad. The Gods are not of my mind; they had better let 'em 
lie ſweet ſtill in the Earth; they ll ſtink here. | | 
Mel. Do you raiſe Mirth out of my Eaſineſs? 
Forſake me then all weakneſſes of Nature, 


rA Afi "OY 2 you Whore, ſpeak truth, 
Or by the d: ar Soul of thy ſſeeping Father, P „ 


— 4 


| „ This Sword ſhall be thy Lover: teil, or I'll kill thee: 
| | And when thou haſt told all. thou wilt deterve it, 
Bd Evad You will not murder me! 90” ages 
* Mel. No, tis a Juſtice, and a Noble one, 
Jo put the Light out of ſuch baſe Offenders. 
Evad. Help! F 
Mel. By thy foul ſe f, no Human Help ſhall help thee, 
If thou crieſt; when 4 have kil'd rhee, as 1 have 
Vow'd to do, if thou confeſs not, naked as thou haſt left 
Thine Honour, will I lcave thee, : | 
That on thy branded Fleſh the World may read | | 
Thy black Shame, and my Juſtice. Wilt thou bend yet? 
Evad. Yes. Adel. Up and begin your Story. | 
Evad.'Oh I am miſerable. - | | 
Auel. Tis true, thou arty ſpeak Truth till, 
Evad. I have offended, Noble Sir: forgive me. 
Mel, With what ſecure Slave? Evad. Do not ask me, Sir. 


; | F Mine 


4 


- 


Mine own Remembrance is a Miſery too mighty for me. 

Mel. Do not fall back again; my Sword's u , 
Evvad. What ſhall 1 do? e 775 * 

Mel. Be true, and make your Fault leſs. 

Bua. | dare not tell, © 
„Mel. Tell, or I'll be this Day a killing thee,” 

Evad, Will you forgive me then ? * 

Mel. Stay, I muſt ack mine Hcnour firſt, I have too much 
fooliſh Nature in me, ſpeak. . Evad. Is there none elſe here? 
Mel. None but a fearful Conſcience, that's too many, 
Who is't? Evad. O hear me gently; it was the King, 

Mel. No more. My worthy Father's and my Services 
Are liberally rewarded ! King, I thank thee: 5 
For all my Dangers and my Wounds, thou haſt paid me 
In my»own Metal: Theſe are Soldiers thanks. | 
How long have you liv'd thus, Evadue? Evad. Too long. 

Mel. Loo late you find it: Can you be ſorry? 

Evad. Wou'd 1 wereyhalf as blameleſs. 2 

Mel. Evadne, thou wilt to thy Trade again. 


7 ; 


Evad. Firſt-ro my Grave. | 
Mel. Wou'd Gods th'hadſt been fo bl-i - | 
Doſt thou not hate this King now? prethee hate him, 
Cou'dft thou not curſehim? I command thee curſe him, 
Curſe till the Gods hear, and deliver him 8 
To thy juſt Wiſhes; yet I fear, Evadue, — 
You had rather play your Game out. 
Evad. No, I feel too many ſad Confuſions here 
To let in any looſe Flame hereafter.  _ 
Mel. Doſt thou not ſeel among all thoſe one brave Anger, 
That breaks out nobly, and direQs thine Arm | 
To kill this baſe King? _ 
Evad. All the Gods forbid it. 
Mel. No, all the Gods require it, they are diſhonour'd in him. 
Evad. Tis too fearful. | | 
Mel. You're valiant in his Bed, and bold enough 
To be a ſtale Whore, and have your Madam's Name 
Diſcourſe for Grooms and Pages, and hereafter, | 
When his cool Majeſty hath laid you by, 
To be ar Penſion with ſome needy Sir 
For Meat and courſer Clothes. thus far you know no fear. 
Come, you ſhall kill him. Evad. Good Sir! | =” 
Mel. And 'twere to kiſs him Dead, thou'dſt ſmother him; 
Be wiſe and kill him: Cauſt thou live, and know N 
What noble Minds ſhall make thee ſee thy ſelf 
Found out with ev'ry Finger, made the Shame 


Of all Succeſlions, and in this great Ruin 
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Thy Brother and thy noble Husband broken? 
Thou ſhalt not live thus; kneel, and ſwear to help me . 
When I ſhall call thee to it, or by all  _. — | 
Holy in Heav'n and Earth, thou ſhalt nat live 
To breath a full hour longer, not a Thought: FE 

Come tis a righteous Oath; give me thy Hand, 
And both to Heay'n held up, ſwear by that Wealth +37 
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This luſtſul Thief ſtole from thee, when I ſay it, I; 4 . 
To let his foul Soul out, Brad. Here I ſwear N 8 


And all you Spirits of abuſed Ladies | e 
Help me in this Performance, - : | | 
= Enough; this muſt be known to none a : 
ut you and I, Evadue; not to your F 2 N „ 
- "Though he be wife and noble, and a Fellow 
Dares ſtep as fair Into worthy Aion "6. 
As the moſt daring, ay as far as Juſtice, h * 5 
g LExit Mel. 


Ask me not why. Farewell. 3 
Evad. Would I cou'd fay fo to my black Diſgrace; 
Oh where have I been all this time! how friended, 
\ 'Fhat i ſhould loſe my ſelf thus deſperately, 
And none for Pity ſhew me how I * A 
There is not in the compaſs of the Light * 
| A more. wyappy Creature: Sure I am monſtrou s. 
\ - | Por I have done thoſe Follies, thoſe mad Miſchie, ö 


* 
— 


5 


7 » 


Wou d dare a Woman. O my loaden Soul, E 
Be not ſo cruel to me, choak not up . 
a 1 : oh : Ereer Amievor. > i 
be way to my Repentance. Q my Lord EN 
K Amin. How now Rs 4 | » mA * - 7 "4, 5 g \ 
| Evad. My much a Log? © : * [Rneels 
Amin. This-cannot be. 8 8 1 
1 Evad. 1 do not kneel to live, I dare not hope it; ? 
The Wrongs I did are greater; look upon me, 
» Though Lappear with all my Faults. Amin. Stand up, 
This is no new way to beget more Sorrow; 8 


Heav'n knows I have too many; do not mock me; 
Though I am tame and bred up with my wrongs, . 
Which are my Foſter-brothers, I may leap ” 
Lite a Hand-wolt into my natural Wildneſs, + 


And do an Outrage: pray thee do not mock me, ET oe 
4 Euvad. My whole Life is fo leprous, it inſects Sh | 
All my Repentance: I wou'd buy your Pardon 
Though at the higheſt fer, even with my Life: 


hut flight Contrition, that's no Sacrifice 

=  -_ - For what I have committed. Amin. Sure I dazlee\ 
TDLhere cannot be a Faith in that foul Woman 
That knows no God more mighty than her Miſchief e Thou 
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. Trae. —© 
Thou deft ſtill worſt, ſtill number on th 5 
To preſs my poor Heart thus. Can Pbelere A 
There's any ſeed of Virtue in that Woman 

Left to ſhoot up, 15 dares go on in Sin 


- Known, and ſo knbwn as thine is, O Evadne! 

Wou'd there were any ſafety in thy Sex, 
That I might put a thouſand Sorrows off, 

And credit thy Repentance. But I muſt not; 
Thou haſt brought me to the dull Calamiry, + 
To that ſtrange Misbelief of all the World, 

And all things that are in ir, that I fear - 
I ſhall fall like a Tree, and find my Grave, 
Only 5 that I grie e. 

Evad. My Lord, 

' Give me your Griefs: You are an Innocent, 

A Soul as white as Heav'n; let not my Sins 
Periſh your noble Youth : I do not fall here 
To ſhadow by diſſembling with my Tears, | 

As all fy Women can, cr to make leſs | Tas 

What my hot Wal hath done, which Heav'n and you 
| Knows to be tougher than the band of time 
Can cut from Mens remembrance; no, I do notz | , 
I do appear the ſame, the ſame Evadne, 
Dreſt in the Shames 1 liv'd in, the ſame Monfter: 

But theſe are Names of Honour, to what | am; 
I do preſent my ſelf the fodleſt Creature, 

_ Moſt pois'nous,, danz*rous, and deſpis'd of Men, 

Lerna ere bred, zor Nilus; I am Hell, 5 
Till you, my dear Lord, ſhoot your light into me, 
The beams of your Forgiveneſs: I am Soul,: ſick, 
And wither with the fear of one condemn' d, 
"Till I have got your Pardon. Amin. Riſe Evadus. 

Thoſe Heav'nly Pow'rs that put this good into thee; 
Grant a continuance of it: 1 forgive thee 55 
Make thy ſelf worthy of it, and take heed, | . 
Take heed Evadne this be ſerious; | „ 
Mock not the Pow'rs above, that can and dare 
Give thee a great example of their Juſtice 
To all enſuing Eyes, if thou playeſt . a 
With thy Repentance, the beſt Sacrifice. 1 
Evad. | have done nothing good to win belief, 

My Lite hath been ſo faithleſs; all rhe Creatures 
Made for Heav'ns Honours have their ends, and good ones, 

All but the coz'ning Crocodiles, falſe Women; 2h 418 

They reign here like thoſe Plagues, choſe killing Sores 
Mea pray againſt 3 and wheb 1 die, like Tales 2 1 
/ | | 5 3 2 | : . | 
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And go to Duſt forgotten: But my Lord. 
x 1 Thoſe ſhort Days I ſhall number to my reſt, 
l As many muſt not ſee me) ſhall, though too late, 
_ Though in my evening, yet perceive. a Will, 
_. Since I can do no goed becauſe a Woman 
A Reach conſtantly at ſomething that is near it; . 
I will redeem one Minute of my Age, _ 
—_.. Or like another Niobe Ill weep » 3 
_—_ Is Till l am Water. = $2 „ 
1 Ain. 1 am now diflolv'd: © | 1 Fe 
=. My frozen Soul melts: may each Sin thou haſt, ; 
_. Fipd a new Mercy: Riſe, | am at peace: - 
| 5 Hadit theu been thus, thus cxccllently good, eng 
Before that devil King tempted thy . 3 
. Sure thou hadſt made a Star. Give me thy Hand; 

From this time I will know: thee, and as far 
E As Honour gives me leave, be thy Amintor. 
_ When we meet next, I will ſalute thee fairly, 

4 | And pray the Gods to give thee happy Days: 

My Charity ſhall go along wih thee, 

Though my Embraces muſt be far from thee. 
I ſhould ha' kilFd thee, but this ſweet Repentance 
Cocks up my Vengeance, for which thus I kiſs thee, 

The laft kiſs we muſt take; and wou'd to Heav'n 

The holy Prieſt that gave our Hands together, 5 

Had giv'n us equal Virtues. Go Evadues, | bt, 
_— pe Gods thus part our Bodies, have a care * —__ 
—_— My Honour falls no farther, I am well then. 

. EBuoad. All the dear Joys here, and above hereafter 
Fe Crown thy fair goul. Thus I take leave my Lord, 
And never ſhall you ſec the foul Evagne 8 
im ſhe have try d all honour'd means that may | i, 
Set her in reſt, and waſh her Stains away.  [Exenm. an 

—_ > Banquet. Enter King, Calianax. Hautboys play within. 

_ King. I cannot tell how I ſhou'd credit this © ( © 

= e From you that are his Enemy. 7 2” ha Fu * 
2 2 Cal. 1 am ſure he ſaid it to me, and 1'I! juſtifie it | 
1 What way he dares oppoſe; but with my Sword. 
1 King. But did he break without all circumſtance 
1 To you his Foe, that he wou'd have the Fort- 

Ws .__*_ To kill me, and then eſcape? _ 1 
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| el. If he deny it, I'll make him bluſh. © © F 
= | King. It ſounds incredibly. A i 
—_ Cal. Ay, ſo does every 5 Ifay of late. 

= Vi. Not ſo Galrayax, Cai, Yes, I ſhou'd fit mute 


2 


Whg a Rogue with firong Arms cuts your Throat. 
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King, Well, I will try him, and it this be tue 1 


II pawn my Life 1'll find it; if't be falſe, 


And that you clothe your Hate in ſuch a Lie, 15 ö 3 
You ſhall hereafter doat in your own Houſe, | 


Not in the Cour, 


cal. Why if it be a Lie, 


Mine Ears are falſe; for I'll be ſworn 1 heard it : 


Old Men are good for nothing; you were beſt 


Put me to Death for hearing, and free him 
For meaning of it; you wou'd ha' truſted me 


Once, but the time is altered. 


King. And will ſtill where 1 may do, with Juſtice to the World: 
Fou have no witneſs. Cal. Yes, my ſelf, 


King. No more 1 mean there were that heard it. 
Cal. How no more? would you have more? why am 


Not I enough to hang a thouſand Rogues? 


King. But ſo you may hang honeft Men too if you pleaſe. 
Cal. I may, tis like 1 will do ſo; there are a hundred will ſwear 
it for a need too, if I fay it. TREE” -, | 

King. Such Witneſſes we need not. f 

Cal. And 'tis hard if my Word cannot hang a boyſlerous Knave. 

King. Enough; where's Strato? Stra. Sir! + 

5 Enter Strato. | | 

King. Why where's all the Company ? call Amintor in. 
Evadne, where's my Brother, and Melantius? 14 
Bid him come too, and Dipbilus; call all [Exit Strato, 
That are without there. If he ſhould defire 
The Combat ef you, *tis not in the Pow'r 


_ OFall our Laws to hinder it, unleſs we mean to quit em. 


— 


Cal. Why if you do think _ 
*Tis fit an old Man and a Counſellor, 


To fight for what he ſays, then 2 may grant it. 


Enter Amintor, Evadne, Melantius, Diphilus, Lyſippus, 
5 Cleon, Strato, and Diagoras, - 


F King. Come Sirs. Amintor thou art yet a Bridegroom, 
And I will uſe thee fo; thou ſhalt. fit downs 


Amin. ſhould be, Sir, the merrieſt here, 4 j 


Zvadne fir, and you Amintor too: . 
This Banquet is for you, Sir: Who has brought 
A merry Tale about him, to raiſe a laughter 4 
Amongſt our Wine? Why Strato, where art thou? 
Thou wilt chop out with them unſeaſonably 
Stra. Tis my ill luck Sir, ſo to ſpend them then. 
King. Reach me a Bowl of Wine: AZelantins, thou att (ad. 


„When ! deſire em not. 
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Bot 1 ha! ne'er's eg of nine own _ 
. Wer telling at this tim. 


To get plain dealing Men abour our ſelves, ; 1 


Bluſhes upon thy Cheeks, and 


But I have kept it ſafe from ſuch as you. 


IT cannot truſt thus: I have thrown « out Words 
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King. Give me the Wine: | 55 
Melantius, I am now conſidering * 
How caſie twere for any Man we truſt 
To poyſon one of us in ſuch a Bowl: _. - .F 

Mel. I think it were not hard Sir, for a Knaye: 7 

Cal. Such as you are. 

King. I“ faith were eaſie, it becomes us well 


Such as you all are here. Amintor, to thee, 
Aud to thy fair Evadne. 


Mel. Have you tho of rhs, Calianax? | C Aar. 
Cal. Ves marry have : | gy PE 
Mel. And what's your Reſolution? hy = 


Cal. Ye ſhall have it ſoundly. - - 


King. Reach to Amintor, Strato. Amin. Here my lere, 
This Wine will do thee rns for it will ſet 


Lill chou doſt a e twere Pity 


King. Let I wonder much 


8 Of the ſtrange deſperation of-theſe Men, 


That date attempt ſuch Att here in our state; 
He could not eſcape that did it. 55 

— Were he known, unpoſſible. L 83 

Beg. It would be known, Melantivs, „„ 

+ Mel, It ought to be, if he got then aw = 
He muſt wear all our Lives upon his - 7 FO 
He need not fly the Iſland, he muſt leave no one alive. > 

King. No, I ſhould think no Man | 2 = = 


' *Cou'd kill me and ſcape elear, but that old Man. n 


Cal. Butl! Heav'n bleſs me: h ſhould I my Liege? | 

King. I do not think thou wouldſt, bur yer thou might'ſt,, nf 
wor tho 1 5 th N hands the 1 'ſ . | 
By keeping of the Fort; he has, 44elantius and he has tit well. — 

S wx; From Cobwebs Sir, 5 * . 
'Tis clean ſwept: I can find no other Art n 8 


In keeping. of it now, twas ne er Beſiegd ſince he commanded. 
Cal. I ſhall be ſure of your good Word, "= 


Mel. Keep your ill temper i in; I ſpeak no Malice; 
Had my Brother kept it 1 ſhould ha' (iid as much 
King. You are not mcrry, Brother; drink Wine, | 5s 
Sit you all ſtil! ! Calianax, [Aa. 
That would have fetcht warm Blood upon the check? 
Of 'gullty , 1 he is never mov d, he knows no ſuch kg, | 
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cal. Impudence may ſcape, whom feeble Virtue is d. 
King. He muſt, if he were guilty, feel an ailing” 

At this our whiſper, whilſt we point at him, 5 
Lou ſee he does not. Cal. Let him ha himſelf, 
What care I what he does; this he did y. 
Ning. Melantius, you cannot eaſily conceive 
W hat I have meant; for Men that are ik fault 
Can ſubtly apprehend when others aim y 
At what they do amiſs ; but I forgive 
Frecly before this Man; Heav'n do fo too: 
I will got touch thee ſe-much as with name 
Of telling it, let it be ſo no more. | 
© Eal. Why this is very fine. Mel I cannet tell 
What tis you mean, but I am apt enough 
Rudely to thruſt into an ignorant fault, 2D 
But let me know it; happily tis nought 
But miſconſtruction, and where I am clear | 
J will not take forgiveneſs of whe Gods, much leſs of you. 
King. Nay if you fland fo tiff, I ſhall call back my Mercy. 
Mel. I want ſmoorhneſs to thank a Man | 
For pardoning of a Crime I neyer knew. | 
King. Not to inſtru&-your Knowledge, but to-ſhew you 
My Ears are every where, you meant to kill me, 
And get the Fort to *ſcape. 33 ee, 
Mel. Pardon me Sirz my bluntneſs will be pardoned: 


Yau preſerve | | 
A race of idle People bere about you, 
Eaters and Talkers, to defame the Worth | 
Of thoſe that do things worthy. The Man that utter'd this 
Had periſnt without Food, be't who it will, 
- But for this Arm that fenc'd him from the Foe. 
And if I thought you gave a Faith to this, 
The plainneſs of my Nature would fpeak more; 
Give me à Pardon (for you ought to do't) 
To kill him that ſpake this. 

Cal, Ay, that will be the end of all, 
Then 1 am fairly paid for all my care and ſervice. 

Adel. That old Man who calls me Enemy, and of whom 
Though 1 will never match my hate fo low) ; 

Have no good thoughf, would yet, | think, exeuſe me; 
And ſwear he thought me wrong'd in this. | 
Cal. Who I, thou ſhameleſs Fellow! 
Diſt thou not ſpeak to me of it thy ſelf? 

_ Mel. O then it came from him. OR | 

Cal. From me! who ſhould it come from. but from me? 


Hel. Nay, I beliove your Malice is enough, 


A. 
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5 Think better, and deliver it. 
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But 1 be loft 1 my Sir, 1 hope ie welt” rue. © 
ge and his Ws Lady; -there's no > ſound. 


King. Lifippur, 
Comes from you; I will come and do't my ſelf, 
Amin, You have done already Sir for me, 1 thank you. * 
King. Melantins, I do credit this from him, 
How light ſo cer you make it. | | 
Mel. Lis ſtrange you ſhould. 
| Cal, Tis ftrange he ſhould believe an _— Man's $ word, 
That never lied in his Life, © | | 
Mel. I talk not to thee; 5 rs 
Shall the wild Words of this diſtemper'd Man, En 
Frantick with Age and Sorrow, make a breach 
Betwixt you Majeſty and me? Twas wrong 
To ast to him; but to credit him, 
As much, at leaſt, as I'have pow'r to bear. 
But pardon me, whilſt | ſpeak only truth, 
I may commend my (elf I have beſtow'd 
My careleſs Blood with you, and ſhou'd be loth -— 
To think an Action that would make me loſe + 7 
That, and my Thanks roo. When I was a . N 
U chruſt my (elf into my Country's Gute, | 
And did a decd that pluckt five Veats from time, 
Ard ſtil'd- me Man then. And for you my King, + 
Your Subjects all are fed by vertue of my Arm. 
This Sword of mine hath plow'd the Ground, 9 
And reapt the Fruit in Peace; 


8 


And your felt have lived at home in eaſe: | ; | i * 


So terrible I grew, that without Swords 

My Name hath ſetcht you Conqueſt, and my Ben 

And Limbs are ſtill the ſame; my Will is . 

To do you ſervice: Let me not be paid i 

Wich ſuch a ſtrange Diſtruſt. # 5 
King. Melantins, | held it great [njuſtice to belieye ary 

Thine Enemy, and did not; if I did. 

1 do not, let that ſatisfie: What, ſtruck 

With ſadneſs all? More Wine! 255 


Cal. A few fine Words have overthrown my Truth: 
Ah th*art a Villain. 


Me]. Why thou wert better let me have the eee, 


Dotard, I will diſgrace thee thus for ever; Ade. 


There ſhall no credit lye upon thy W ordss... 


Cal. My Liege, he's at me now again to do it; ſpeak, 
Deny it if thou canſt; examine him 


Whilſt he's hor, for he'll cool again, he will forſwear it. 
88 This is Lunacy I * Melantius. = 


i 
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Nel. He hath loft himſelf © ; 
Much, fince his Daughter mifs'd the happineſs 0 
My Siſter gain d; and though be call me Foe, I pity him. 
Cal. Pity! A Pox upon you. 
N Mark his diſorder d Words, and at the Mask. 
- | Met. Diagores knows he rag'd, and rail'd at me, 
And call'd a Lady Whorc, fo innocent. VS . 
She underſtood bim not; but it becomes | 
Both you and me too, to forgive Diſtraction, 
Pardon him as I do. By . | 
Cal. Tl not ſpeak for thee, for all thy cunning; if you will b. 
, al n off his Head, for there was never known ſo impudent a 
* King. Some that love him, get him to Bed: Why, 
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A Piry ſhould not let Age make it ſelf contemprible z 2 at be all 


AN 


Old; have him away. F 
el. Calianax, the King believes you; come you ſhall go 
Home, and reſt; you ha'done well; you'll give cup 
.- When I have us'd you thus a Month, | hope. 
Cal. Now, now, dis plain Sir, he does move me ſtill; 
He ſays he knows I'll give him up the Fort, | 
When he has us'd me thus a Month: I am Mad, | | 
Am I not, ftill? Ones. Ha, ha, ha! 7 | TOE 
Cal. 1 ſhall be Mad indeed, if you do thus; l 
Why would you truſt a ſturdy Fellow there 
(That has no Virtue in him, all's in his Sword) 
Before me? Do but take his Weapons from him, 
And he's an Aſs, and I am a very Fool, . 
Both with him, and without him, as you uſe me. 
Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! © N 
Ling. Tis well Calianax; but if you uſe 
This once again, I ſhall intreat ſome other 
To ſee your Offices be well diſcharg'd. - 
Be merry Gentlemen, it grown ſomewhat late. | 
- Amintor, thou wouldeſt be a-bed again. Amin. Yes, Sir. 
King. And you Evadne; let me take thee in my Arms, 
Melantius, and believe thou art as thou deſervelt 
To be, my Friend ſtill, and for ever. Good Calianaæx, 
Sleep ſoundly, it will bring thee to thy ſelf. 


¶Exeunt all but Mel. and Cal. 


Cal. Sleep ſoundly ! I flee ſoundly now hope, 

I cou'd not be thus elſe. How dar'ſt thou ſtay - 
Alone with me, knowing how thou haſt us'd me? 
© Mel. You cannot blaſt me with your Tongue, 

And that's the ſtrongeſt part you have about ou. 
Cui. ] do look for ſome great N for this, 


. 4 | , 
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3 i For waa to DIVE all my Hate. 7 
1 And taket unkindly that mine Enemy 55 7 
—- Should uſe me ſo extraordinarily ſeurvily. 
5. - .. Mel. I ſhall melt too, if you begin ro take 
Unkindneſſes: I never meant you hurt. 

Cal. Thou'it anger me again; thou Weiche Rogue, 


3 Meant me no hurt! Diſgrace me with the Ring 3 | 
_. Loſe all my Offices! This is no hurt, 


= . Is 1? | prethce what doſt thou call hurt? 
TE Mel. Lo poiſon Men, becauſe they love me not; BE 
& To call the credit of Mens Wives in queſtion | 
J Jo murder Children betwixt me and Land ch is all hurt, 
; Cal, All this thou think'ft is ſport,  - 8 ( 


= ”= For mine is worſe: But uſe thy will with me; 
=. For betwixt Grief and Anger I cou'd cry. 
"I Mel. Be wiſe then, and be ſafe; thou may'ft revenge. 
Cal. Ay o ch! King? I wow'd revenge of thee, . 
Auel. That you mult plot your ſelf. P 
Cal. I am a fine Plotter. 
| el, The ſhort is, I will hold thee with the s 
In this perplexity, till peeviſhneſs * 
And thy Diſgrace have laid thee in thy Grave: 
But if thou wilt deliver up the Forty _ 
I'll rake thy trembling Body in my Arms, 
And bear thee over Dangersz thou ſhalt have * ITY ſtate, 
Cal. If I ſhould tell the King, e thou deny” t again} 
_ ws, * e op | "Me Prong 
” 1. "C8 ay then, thou can bring a thin aut: | 
3, Thou "alt Hard the Fort. s ny un 1 23 
Mel. Why well, here let our Hate be baried, d 
: This Hand ſhall right us both; | 
3 Give me thy aged Breaſt to compaſs. „ 
ID, Cal, Nay, I do not love thee yet: 5 „ | 
I cannot well endure to look on thee: * 
And if I thought it were a courteſie, 
Thou ſhculdſt not have it: But I am aigrae'; 
My Offices are to be ta'en awayz 
And if I did but hold this Fort à day, | 
Ido believe the King would take it from me, 
And give it thee, things are ſo ſtrangely carried; 
Nc'er thank me fort; but yet the King ſhall know 7 9 1 
i There was ſome ſuch thing in't I told him of; NG 
„ And that I was an honeſt 2 : 


4 


As Mel. He'll buy that A very dearly. 
Enter Rs: 


EY - What News with thee? 


- 


 Diph, Thi were a Night | indeed to do it in; 
The King hath ſent fo | 
| Mel. She ſhall perform it then; go Dipbilus, 
And take from this good Man, my ane Friend, 
The Fort; he'll give it thee, a 
Dipb. Ha' you got that? 
Cal. Art thou of the ſame breed ; canſt thou deny | 
This to the King too? 
Diph. With a Confidence as Dy as his. 
Cal. Faith, like enough. 
Mel. Away, and uſe him kindly. 
Cal. Touch not me, I hate the whole ſtrain: 1 chou follow me 
a great way off, I'Ilgive thee up the Fort; and hang your ſelves. 
Mel. Be gone. 


Dipb. He's finely wroug . Exeunt Cal. and Diph. 
Mel. This is a Night, i in ſpight of Aſtronomers, 
To do the deed in; I will the ſtain | 
That reſts upon our Houſe, off with his Blood. 
Enter Amintor. - 
Hats, Melantins, now aſſiſt me, if thou beeſt 
That which thou ſay'ft, aſſiſt me: I have loſt 
All my Diftempers, and have found a Rage ſo pleaſing : : help me. 
Mel. Who can ſee him thus, 
And not ſwear Vengeance ? What's the matter, Friend? 
Amin. Out with thy Sword; and hand in hand with me 
Ruſh to the Chamber of this hated King, 
And ſink him with the weight of all bis ſins 
To Hell for ever. | 
Mel. "T were a raſb Attempt, | 
Not to be done with Safety: Let your Reaſon 
Plot your Revenge, and not your Paſſion. 
Amin. If thou refuſeſt me in theſe extreams, 
Thou art no Friend: He ſent for her to me; 
By Heav'n to me; my ſelf; and I muſt tell ye 
I love her as a Stranger; chere is worth 
In that vile Woman, worthy things, Melantius; 
And ſhe repents. I'll do't my felt alone, 
Though I be ſlain. Farewel. 
” Mel. He'll overthrow my whole Deſign with Madnef. 
Amintor, think what thou doſt; I dare as much as Valour ; 
But 'tis the King, the King, the King, Amintor, 
Wich whom thou fighteſt; I know he's Honeſt, [ Hive. 
And this will work with him. 
Amin. I cannot tell 


What thou baſt fd, + bet then hs bag chem d wy Sword 
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Ii I The Maid's Tragedy. _ 
- Out of my Hand, and left me ſhaking here defenceleſs. 
Miel. I will take it up for thee. | | 1 
Amin. What a wild Beaſt is uncollected Man! 
The thing that we call Honour, bears us all 
Headlong unto Sin, and yet it (elf is nothing. 
Mel. Alas, how variable are thy Thoughts! 
Amin. Juſt like my Fortunes: I was run to that 
I purpos'd to have chid thee for. bh > 
Some Plot I did diſtruſt thou hadſt againſt the King 
By that old Fellow's carriage: but take heed, 
There is not the leaſt Limb growing to a King 
But carries Thunder in it. | 5 
- Mel. I have none againſt him. A D 
Amin. Why? come then, and ſtill remember we may not think 
Mel, I will remember. N s (Revenge. 


ACT V. 8 E NE IL 


SI 4 Enter Evadne, and a Gentleman. 
Evad. © IR, is the King a- bed? 
Gent, Madam, an hour ago. | 555 
Evad. Give me the Key then, and let none be near; 
Tis the King's Pleaſure. BY bens 
- Gent. I underſtand you, Madam, would 'twere mine. 
© TI muſt not wiſh good Reſt unto your Ladyſhip. 
Evad. You talk, you talk. 5 | | 
Gent. "Tis all I dare do, Madam; but the King will wake, 
and rhen | Ar. 2 be 
- Evad. Saving your Imagination, pray good Night, Sir. 
Sent. A good Night be it then, and a long one, Madam; I am 
' "Evad. The Night grows horrible, and all about me (gone. 
Like my black purpoſe. O the Conſcience [King a- bed. 
Of a loſt Virgin; whither wilt thou pull me? 
To what things diſmal, as the Depth of Hell, 
Wilt thou provoke me? Let no Man dare 
From this hour be diſloyal: if her Heart | 
Be Fleſh, if the bave Blood, and can fear, tis a d 
Above that deſperate Fool that left his Peace, 
And went to Sea to fight: ris ſo many ſins 
An Age cannot prevent em; and ſo great, 
The Gods want Mercy for: Vet l muft through 
I have begun a flaughter on my Honour, 
And I muſt end it there: He Sleeps. Good Heay'ns !/ 
Why give you Peace to this untemperate Beaſt ; | 
That hath ſo long tranſgreſs'd you? I muſt kill him, And 
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Ts And I will do't bravely { The meer- joy 
Tells me I merit in it: Yer I muſt not 


Thus tamely do it as he ſleeps; that Were 
To rock bim to another World: My Vengeance 


Shall take him waking, and then lay before him 


The number of his Wrongs and Puniſhments. 

I'll ſhake his Sins like Furies, till l waken 

His evil Angel, his ſick Conſcience; 

And then [Ill ſtrike him dead. Ring, by your leave: | 
Des bis Arms 10 t 

I dare not truft your Strength. Your 115 and I by 355 

Muſt grapple upon even Terms no more. 

So, if he rail me not from my Reſolution, 

1 ſhall be ſtrong enough. 

My Lord the King, my Lord; he ſleeps 
As if he meant to wake no more; my Lord; 
ls he not dead already? Sir, my Lord. 

King. Who's that? 
Evad. O you ſleep ſoundly, Sir! 
King. My dear Evadne, 

T have been dreaming of thee; come to Bed. 

Evad. | am come at length, Sir, bur how welcome? 

King. What pretty new Device is this, padus? 

What do you tye. me to you by my Love? 
This is a quaint one: Come my Dear and kiſs We 
Til be thy Mars, to Bed my Queen of Love: 
Let us be caught together, that the 8 
May ſee and envy our Embraces. | 
Evad. Stay, Sir, ſtay, . 
You are too hot, and I have brought y you Phyſick 
To temper your high Veins. _ | "1 
King. Pritheę to Bed then; let me take it warm, 4 
| There ou ſhall know the ſtate of my Body better. 
"Evad. 1 know you have a ſurfeitcd foul * 
King. Bleed! : 

Evad. Ay, you ſhall bleed : = ſill, and if the Devil, 
Your Luft, will give you leave, repent : This Steel 
Comes to redeem the Honour that you ſtole, | 
King, my fair Name, which nothing but thy Death 
Can anſwer to the World. | 

King. How's this, Evadue* 

Evad. [am not ſhe ; nor bear I in this Breaſt 
So much cold Spirit to be call'd a Woman: 

Jam a Tyger; I am any thing 
That knows not Pity. Stir not, if thou doſt, 
I'll take thee unprepar d; thy Fears upon thee, 
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| That Sie thy Sins look double; and fo ſend Me : 
"** - ,, (By my Revenge 1 will). to look thoſe Torments | 
Pre pad for ſuch black Souls. ene 
King. Thou doſt not mean this; tis impoſible: OP 
Thou art too ſweet and gentle. 155 V 
Evad. No, I am not : © | W 2 


Jam as foul as thou art, and can number 
A s many ſuch Hells here. I was once fair,“ 
28 Once l was lovely; not a blowing Roſe „ 
A an Mole chaftly ſweet, till thou, thou, thou, foul Canker, 
Stir not) didft poyſon me: | was a World of Virtue, * 
Till your curſt Court and you (Hell bleſs you for't) 
With your Temptations on Temptations 
Made me give up mine Honour ; For which ( King) 
I am come to kill thee. | 
| King. No. Evad. I am. King. Thou art not 
8 | prithee ſpeak not theſe things thou art . Fn 
% And wert not meant thus rugged. ” * 5h 
Evad. Peace, and hear me. ON 
Stir nothing but your Tongue, and that for Mercy * 
To thoſe above us; by whoſe 7 1 dow, | 
Thoſe bleſſed Fires that ſhot to ſee our Sin, 
If thy hot Soul had ſubſtance with thy Blood, 
I would kill that too, which being paſt my Steel, 
My Tongue ſhall teach,. 'Thou art a edel Villain, 
A thing out of the Overchange of Nature; . 
Sent like a thick Cloud to diſperſe 'a Pl. 3 5 15 
Upon weak catching Women; ſuch a Tyrant 
That for his Luſt would ſell away his Aae, 
Ay, all his Heav'n hereaſter. : 
King. Hear, Evadne, . | 
Thou Soul of ſweetne(s! hear, I am thy King. 
- Evad, Thou art my Shame; lye ſtill, there's none about you, 
Within your Cries; all promiſes of Safety 
Are but deluding Dreams. Thus, aged thou foul Ma 5 
Thus I begin my Vengeance. | | Worm bim. 
King. Hold Evadne! — 5 
I do command thee hold. a 5 1 
Evad. 1 do not mean Sir, ap 
To part ſo fairly with you; we muft change 
More of theſe Love-tricks yet. 
King. What bloody Villain 
 Provok'd thee to this Murther ? 5 
© FEvad. Thou, thou Monſter. Xing Oh! 
_ © Evad, Thou kepr'ſt me brave at Court, and whor'd me; 
Then Marriedme to a young Noble —— 3 
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; 1 dend am „ 3 
ä KT 2 Evadne, pity W | 
vad. Hell take me then. Fhis for wy Lend Amin >. > i 
"ir oy my noble Brother; -and this cy e, Wis 
For the moſt wrong'd of Women. li bim. 
King. Oh! I die.” - [Kills bim. 4 
ua Die all our Faults together; 1 forgive thee. Exit. 


Enter two of the Bed- Chamber. 
1. Come now ſhe's gone, let's enter, the King expels it, and 
will be an fy. 
2. Tis ne Wench, we'll have a ſnap at her one of 
Nights as ſhe goes from him. : » —_ 
1. Content. How quickly he had done with her! 1 ſee Rings 
can do no more that way than other mortal P-ople, | al 
2. —_ wo 7 is I cannot — him breathe. | a 9 
1. Either the Tapers give a feeble light, or he looks v 
2. And ſo he f 3 Heav'n he — well. BY Bw: | 
Let's look: Alas! He's Riff, On and dead: | ; Y 
Treaſon, Treaſon ! p; | | 
1. Run forth and call. 7 ib 
2. Treaſoh, Treaſon! _ | | [ Exit Gene. 4 
1. This will be laid on us. Who can believe Ws Fo 
A Woman cou'd do this? 
Enter Cleon and Liſippus. 
Cleon. How now, where's the Traitor? 
1. Fled, fled away z but there her woful a& lyes ſtill. 
Cle. Her Actl a Woman! 
Liſ. Where's the Body? 1. Therg. 
Liſ. Fare wel thou worthy Man; ©” ti were two Bonds a 
"OR That tied our Loves, a Brother and a King; | ; 
The leaft of which might fetch a flood of Tears: 
But ſuch the miſery of Greatneſs is, 
They have no time to mourn z then paydon me. 
Sirs, which way went ſhe! Ng 
Enter Strato. 


. 
_. 


Stra. Never follow her, 
For ſhe, alas! was but the Inſtrument, 
News is now brought in, that Melantius 
Has got the Fort, and ſtands upon the Wall; 
And with a loud Voice calls choſe few that paſs 
At this dead time of Night, nn 
i of wy Ack. 1 

Liſ. Gentlemen, 1 am your Kin 

otra. We do eka it. 8 

Liſ. I would I were not. 8 5 
Follow all; for this muſt have a be 5988 
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Fd - Enter | Melantius, Diphilus, . and Calianax 5 on . h * Ft 
"8 Mel. If che dull People can believe I am arm'd e 
N Be conſtaut Dipbilus; now we have time, 5 ©. 
. Either to bring our baniſht Honours * 2 * 
Or create new ones in our Ends. | | 
5 My b. 1 fear not; 9 | 
/ irit lyes not that way. Courage, Calianax. 
| 7 W ou'd I had any, you ſhould quickly know it. 
Aal. Speak to the People; thou alt eloquent. 
Cal. Tis a fine Eloquence to come to the Gallows; 
Ve were born to be my End. The Devil take you. 4 
Now muſt I hang for Company. Tis ſtrange „ L 
| I ſhould be Ola, and neither wiſe nor valiant. | 
3 5 8 Enter Liſippus, Diagoras, Cleon, Strato, and Guard. 
bg.” Liſ. See where he ſtands, as boldly co: fident 
Ads it he had his full Command about him. 
Sera. He looks as if he had the better Cauſe ; Sir, 
Under your gracious Pardon let me ſpeak it! 


— 
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_ Though he be mighty-ſpirited, -and forward 
_ To all great things; to all ri of that danger... - > 
__ __ Worſe Men ſhake at the tellin et certainly 


do believe him Noble, and t bs ion | 
Rather pull'd on, than ſought ; bis Mind was erer 
44 worthy as his Hand. 
3 | Lif. 'Tis my fear too z | ; 
8 Heab n forgive all. Summon him, Lord dien. 
Cleon. Ho from the Walls there. 


** 


Mel. Worthy Cleon, welcome; 3 | 
We could have wiſht you here, Lord; you are honeſt. „ . 
Cual. Well, thou art as 5 fleeing a_Knaye, x though I dare not 
"4 tell you ſo. 7 L. 
Y | Liſ. Melantius ! : 
. Axel. Sir. 


Liſ. am ſorr that we meet hin, ; our old hs ns 
1 Never requir'd ſuch diſtance ; pray Heav” n. | | 
MY You have not left your ſelf, ard fought this Safety 4 
= More out of Fear than Honour; you have loſt 


A ncbte Maſter, which your Faith, Melantius, 
ws Some think might have preſery'd;. yet you know beſt. 
3 Cal. When time was I was mad; ſome that dares fg, 
I hope will pay this Raſcal. 

Mel. Royal young Man, whoſe Leats look lovely on 88 

Had they been ſhed for a deſerving one, PILE 

© They had been lafting Monuments. Thy Brother,” © of 
While he was good, I call'd him King, and ſerv'd him 3 
15 With that ſtrong FD, that moſt unwearied Yalour, 


pull d 
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. People from the fartheſt Sun to ſeek him . 7 
And by his Friendſhip, I was then his Soldier; - >... 

But fince his hot Pride drew him to diſgrace —_ HE, Ne — 
Aud brand my noble Actions with his Luſt, | -. * _m 
(Thar never cur'd Diſhonour of my Siſter, . * * 
Baſe ſtain of Whorez and which is worſe, - a alt 1 
The joy to make it ſtill ſo) like my ſelf; C - 9 
Thus have I flung him off with my Allegiance, EE oh | 
And ſtand here mine own Juſtice, to revenge : | + 
What I have ſuffer'd in him; and this old Man 2 


Wreng'd almoſt to Lunac . 


Cal. Who I? You'd draw me in. Lhave had no wrongs >=. 108 
. Ido diſclaim ye all. js | 1 4 
Mel. The ſhort is this; „ 
Tis no Ambition to lift up my (elf, 5 w 

Urgeth me thus; I do defire again 1 


To be a Subject, ſo 1 may be freed; '- | - 
N If not, 1 know my Strength, and will unbuild | | 
This goodly Town; be ſpeedy, and be wiſe, in a Reply. * 
Stra. Be ſudden, Sir, to tie 7 h | — 
All again; what's done is paſt recal, „ 
And paſt you to Revenge; and there are a | 1 
That wait for ſuch a troubled hour as chis; ! * 2 i 
Throw him the blank. | : - "A 
EE: Melantius, write in that thy choice, | 
My Seal is at it. | 
Mel, It was our Honour drew us to this AR, 55 15 
Not Gain; and we will only work our Pardon. * 9 1% #7 54 
Cal. Put my Name in too 1 
Dipb. You diſclaim'd us but now, Calianes. 
Cal. That's all one; 
Pil not be hang d hereafter by: a tick; ; 
Pl] have it in. | > 
Ael. Y ou ſhall, you ſhall; | 
Come to the back 7 once and well call; 0 kisg a 
And give you up the Fort. „ 
-  Lif. Away, away. [ Exonnt, | 
: „Sag Aſpatia in Mans Auel, "Rs | . 
Aſp. This is my fatal hour; Heav'n mi 14 „ „5 
My raſh attempt, that cauſeleſly hath Jai | - 
Griefs on me that will never let me reſt : 
And put a Woman's Heart into my Breaſt; 
It is more Honour for you that 1 die; . 
© For ſhe that can endate the Miſery | . | 
That | have en me, and be patient too, OM * 5 3 
May live, and l all that you can =. 1 ors . _ 
H j 4 God ' ML EM 2 1 
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God fave you Sir. 
Ser. and you Sir; What's u -buſinel, ? 5 
Aſp. With you Sir now, to do me che oe. . 
To help me to your Lord . _ ” 
Ser. What, wou'd you ſerve kim ? 1 / H pet ;. 
Aſp. Vil. do him any Service; br > to haſte, - > 
For my Affairs are carneſt, I deſire to ſpeak with "him. | 
, Ser. Sir, becauſe you ate in ſuch haſte, 5 woy'd. be lth delay 
5 508 any longer: You cannot. | 
Aſp. It ſhall become you tho? to tell your Lord. 
Ser. Sir, he will ſpeak with no Body, 
Aſpe This is moſt ſtrange: art thou gold proof? 0 ber 
thee; help me to him. | 
Ser. Pray be not angry Sir, I'll do my beſt. | Enis. 
Ab. How ſtubbornly this Fellow anſwer'd wel is 
There is a vile diſhoneſt trick i in Man, „ 
More than in Women: All the Men 1 meet 
Appear thus to me, are harſh and rude, 
And have a ſubtilty in every thing, 
Which Love could never know; but we fond A, 
Harbour the eaſieſt and ſmootheſt Thoughts, 
And think all ſhall go ſo 3 it is anjuſt ' 
That Men and Women ſhou'd be matcht together. 
| Enter Amintor, and his Man. 
Amin. Where is he? 8 be 5 
Ser. There my Lord. ly . ne 
Amin W hat wou' d you, Sir? F 
= Aſp. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip to . your Man EY wort 5 
| Out of the Room; I ſhall deliver OP FR "Mp TE 
= 18 Worthy your hearing. HH, 
3 V Exit Ser. 
1 Aſp. O that that ſhape mould ins falſhood in it. L. | 
—_— Amin. Now your Will, Sir. 
_ Aſp. When you know. me, my Lord, you needs muſt gueſs 
3 My buſineſs! and I am not hard to know 
—_—. - For till the change of War mark'd this ſmooth Face 
MWith theſe few blemiſhes, People would call me 
__. - My Siſter's Picture, and her mine; in ſhort ,. 
| Il am the Brother to the wrong'd Aſparia. 
bo Amin. The wrong d Aſpatia\) Wou' d thou wert fo tos. 


w 
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1 | Dato the wrong'd Amintor; let me kiſs PLES 
_ _ Thar Hand of thine in honour that 1 bear | | 

—_ Uto the wiong'd Aſpatia: Here I ſtand _ 

zz  __  _ Thar did it; wou'd he could not; gentle Vouth, 
Leave me, fer there is ſomething in thy looks - 1 
1 | Fat 2 87 my 7 in à moſt Wo Form BS Ho: i 
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Into my Mind; and 1 have Gricf enough * 
Without thy helf. 
A2. 1 wou'd I could With Credit. 
Since |} was twelve years old I had not ſeen 
My Sifter till this hours I now arriv'd; 
She ſent for me to ſee her Marriage, 
A woful one: But they that are above, _ . 
Have ends in every thing. She ud few Word 
But yet enough to make me underſtand 
The baſeneſs of the Injury you did her; 
Thar little traiuing I have - had, is War; 
I may behave my ſelf rudely in Peace X 
I wou'd not though; I ſhall not need to tell you 
I am but young; and would be loth to loſe 
Honour, that is not caſily gain'd again; 
Fairly I mean to deal; the Age is ſtrict 
For ſingle Combats, and we ſhall be ſtopt 
If it be publiſn'd: If you like your Sword, 
Uſe it; if mine appear a better to you 
Change; for the ground is this, and this the time 
To end our Difference. EX 7 : 
Amin. Charirable Youth, | 
If thou be*f ſuch, think not I will maintain 
So ſtrange a 5 and for thy Ster's ſake, 
Know that I could not think that deſperate thing 
I durſt not do; yet to enjoy this World  _ 
I would not ſee her; fer beholding thee, 
_ I am I know not what; if I have oughr 
That may content thee, take it and be gone; 
For D th is not ſo terrible as thou; 
Thine Eyes ſhoot Guilt into me. 
Ap. Thus ſhe ſwore | 
Thou wou'dit behave thy ſelf, and give me Words 
That would'fetch Tears into mine-Eyes, and ſo 
Thou doſt indeed; but yet ſhe bad me watch, EF 
Loeſt | were cozen'd, and be ſure to Fight e er I return'd, 
Amin. That muſt not be with me; 
For here I' H die directly, but againſt her 
W ill never hazard it. 4ſp. You muſt be urg d; 
I do not deal uncivilly wich thoſe 12 
That dare to fight; but ſuch a one as you 


Muſt be us d thus. E271 | [ She ftrikes bim. 
Amin Prithee Youth take heed; | | 
Thy Sifter is a thing to me ſo much 
Above mine Honour, that I can endure 
All this z good God u blow I can endure z | 
6 3 Ty Bur 
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_— ” The. Maid 1 Tragedy. 2 
0 . but fly not, left thou draw a timely Death upon thy fel. 


1 Aſp. Thou art ſome prating Fellow, 2 
_. BY Once that hath ſtudyed out à trick ro M 1 


. And move ſoſt-hearted People; to be kickt, 75 — be wa, bim. 
Tubus to be kickt——why ſhould he be fo flow =. [4fide, | 
_. ' In giving me my Death ? Amin. A Man can beer 
o No more, and keep his. Fleſſrʒ forgive me 2 


wou d endure yet if I cou'd; now ſhew i x 
3 - "Che Spirit thou pretend'ſt, and underſtand 
_—.. - | Thou haſt no Honour co live: | | Cu, fabr 
W bat doſt thou mean? Thou canſt not Fight: 
_ The blows thou mak'ſt at me art quite beſides; 
5 „ And thoſe 1 offer at thee, thou ſpread'ſt thine. 3 
A And tak ſt upon thy Breaſt. Alas]! Defenceleſs. 
3 "Aſp. I have got enough, and my deſire 3 
_— There's no place ſo fit tor me to die as here. 
x Enter Evadne, ber Hands bloody, with a 1 188 
Fouad. Amintor, I am loaden with Events 
That fly to make thee happy 3 1 have joys 
That in a moment can call back thy wrongs, | 
And ſettle thee in thy free State again * 6h 
It is Evadne til] that lows thee, : | 
But not her Miſchiefe. 


Amin, Thcu canſt nor fool: me to Nele again © 33 
But thou haſt looks and things ſo full of News, Eq 4: br oa 
That Lam ſtaid. | . 
Eva Noble . put off hy. amaze; + 
Let thine Eyes looſe, and ſpeak, am 1 not fair? * 
Looks not Evadus beautedus with theſe Rites now? 
Were thoſe hours half ſo lovely in thine Eyes,, 
When our Hands met before the Holy Mann? 
I was too foul within to look fair then; CE akin Rt Ne 
" Since I knew Ill, 1 was not free till no). : 1 | 
Amin. There is Preſage of ſome important thing , 45 
| About thec, which it ſeems thy Tongue hath loſt, 
Thy Hands are bloody, and thou haſt a Knife. 1 
N | Evad. In this confi . thy Happineſs and mine. . 
Joy to Amintor, for the King is Dead. © EIFS 
Amin. Thoſe have moſt Pow'r to hurt us that v we Jove; 
We lay eur ſleeping Lives within their Ams. | | F- 
W hy? Thou haſt rais'd up miſchief. to this height,.. 
And found out one to out- name thy her Bagley; 1 8 13 
Thou haſt no intermiſſion of thy Sins. 5 
But all thy Life is à continual 11). 


Black is thy Colour now, Diſeaſe thy Ehture, 
1 Joy to Amintor! Thou haſt touch d. "Life, 
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"= The Maids Tragedy, oo Ro 
The very Name of which had Pow'r to chain Yoo oP 
To meet thy Love fo clear as through his Life, 


1 cannot now repent it 


Sent by his violent Fate to fetch his Death | 
From my flow Hand. And to augment my Woe, | A 
| You now are preſent ſtain'd with a King's Blood __ 5 


For that | muſt not grant; for Heav'ns ſake . + 6 
In midſt of all my Anger and my 
Thou doft awake ſomething that troubles me, 


There is no end of Womens reaſoning, Leaves her. 


Oh U am loſt! the heavy Sleep makes haſte. [e dies. | 


Up all my Rage, and calm my wildeſt wrongs. 
vad. "Tis done; and fince I cou'd not find a way 


„ 


Amin. Cou'dſt thou procure the Gods to ſpeak to me, 70 3 
To bid me love this Woman, and forgive, ues : 
I think I ſhould fall out with them. Behold, 

Here lies a Youth whoſe Wounds bleed in my Breaſt, 


Violently ſhe. This keeps Night here, 7 
And throws an unknown Wilderneſs about me. 
Aſp. Oh, oh, oh! Amin. No more, purſue me not. 
Evad. Forgive me then, and take me to thy Bed. 
e may not part. | | 
Amin. Forbear, be wiſe, and let my Rage go this way. 
Evad. Tis you that I wou'd ftay, not it. Ke | 
Amin. Take heed, it will return with me. | | 1 
Evad. It it muſt be, I ſnall not fear to meet it; take me home. | 
Amin. Thou Monſter of Cruelty, forbear. ; 9 
Evad. For Heav'ns ſake look more calm; | 
Thine Eyes are ſharper than thou canſt make thy Sword. | 4 
Amin. Away, away, ; h 
Thy Knees are more to me than Violence. 
I am worſe than ſick to ſee Knees follow me 


Evad. Receive me then. | 
Amin. I dare not ſtay thy language 3 | | 
rief, 


And ſays 1 lov'd thee once; | dare not ſtay, 


Evad. Amintor, thou ſhalt love me once again; 
Go, I am calm; farewe] ; and Peare for ever. | ml 
Evadne whom thou hat'ſt will die for the. [illi ber ſelf. — 

Amin, 1 have a little human Nature yet . ) 4.2. 
That's left for thee, that bids me ſtay thy Hand. {| Returns, 

Evad. Thy Hand was welcome, but it came too late 


Aſp: Oh, oh, oh! e | 
Amin. This Earth of mine doth tremble, and I feel | 
A ſtark afrighted motion in my Blood ; 1 
My Soul grows weary of her Houſe, and 1 
| ? There 
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1 "The « Maids 5 = 
1 There is ſome | hidden Pow'r in theſe dead as, WR 
A _ Thar calls my Fleſn into em; 1 am cold; TTT 
IS Be reſolute, and bear em Company: „„ . 
I.uhere's ſomething yet which I am loth to leave. N 
4s — There's Man enough i in me to meet the fears — | 
. That Death can bring, and yet wou'd it were done | 
1 I can find nothing in the whole Diſcourſe ED'S 
=: Of Death, I durſt not meet the boldeft way; 
_——_— Vet ſtil betwixt the Reaſon and the AR, 
FE  _ _ The wrong I to Aſpatia did ſtands up, | 
+" I have not ſuch a fault to anſwer, | 5 
> +» © "Though the may juſtly arm with Scorn 
And Hate of me, my Soul will part leſs troubled,” 
„ -.:.. When i have paid ro her in Tears my Sorrow. 
I will not leave this Act unſatisfied, 
If all that's leſt in me can anſwer it. „„ 
Aſb. Was it a Dream? There ſtands Amintor an ies 
_ - „ urT ae till. 
4 Amin. How doſt thou? Speak, receive my Love, and "y | 
— Thy Blood climbs up to his old place again: wn, 
| - .- There's ho 4 6 of thy Recovery. 8 i 
A. Did you not name Aſpatia? Amin. | did. 
| = 45. And talk'd of Tears and Sorrow unto her? | TE 
Amin. Tis true, and *cill theſe happy ſigns in thee my Ss + 
Did ſtay my courſe, twas thither I was goi | | 
Aſp. Thou'rt there already, ard theſe Wounds are hers : : 
Thoſe Threats I brought wich me, tought not Reven e, | 
But came to fetch this Bleſſing from thy Hand. I am — 225 | | 
x _ Dare my Soul ever Took abi oad Again? yp . — 
. I ſhall live, Amintor; I am well: Ie 785 
A Koa of healrhful Joy wanders within me. i 
Amin. The World wants Lines to excuſe thy loſs - _ 5 
3 let me bear thee to ſome place of help. h 
ſp. Amintor thou muſt ſtay, I muſt reſt here, 
—_— begins ro diſobey my Will. 
He doft thou, my beſt Soul? I wou'd fain live 5 
Nov if I cou'd: Wou'dſt thou have lov'd me then? N 5 
Amin. Alas! all that Iams got worth a Hair from thee: _ 
Aſp. Give me thy Hand, mine Hands grope up: and down, | 
1 cannot find thee; F am wondrous lick: 
Have | thy Hand, Amintor? 285 = 
Amin. Thou greateſt Blefling of the World, thou? haſt. 
do believe thee better than my Senſe: 
Oh! l ae go, farewel. | 


Amin. She ſwoons: n help; far b ene water; 
"Such as may chain Life wor ever to this ** 8 f 
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53 The Maids Treg, 
Aſpatia, ſpeak: What no help? yet 1 A i * 
N 12 her Temples, yet chere's nothing flies; ed Ne a >. hy 

Some hidden Pow'r tell her that an calls, pats 5 „ 
And let her anſwer me: Aſpatia, I coy 6g | Yep.” 
I have heard, if there be Lite, but Le 8 5 
The Body thus, and it will ſhew it ſelf, 5 | 
Oh ſhe-is gone! | will not leave her yet. 

Since out of Juſtice we muſt challenge nothin „ 

PII call it Mercy if you'll pity me, — 
Lou heav'nly Powers, and lend, for ſome few Years, i 

The bleſſed Soul to this fair Seat again. | 
No Comfort comes, the Gods deny me too, 

FIl bow the Body once again: Aſpatia! © 

The Soul is fled for ever, and I wrong 1 | 
My ſelf, fo long to loſe her Company, —_— 


Muſt 1 talk now? Here's to be with thee, Love. (K#lIs u a 
3 Enter Servant. 8 bo 
. Ser. This is a great Grace to my Lord, to have the ne Ki | > | 
come to bim; I muſt tell him, he, is catring. 5 * . 2 


O Heav'n! help, help. 
- - Enter Lylppus, Melantius, Calianax, Cleon, Diphilus, 
| and Strato, | 
"at W here's Amintor? | wa 
Stra. O there, there. | N L 
| E, How ſtrange is this! | | f „„ » 
E.al. What ſhou'd we do here? 
Mel. Theſe Deaths are ſuch acquainted 2 with me, 
5 That yet my Heart diſſolves not. May I ftand h 
— Ztiff here for ever; Eyes, call up your Tears; 4 
TDhhis is Amintor: Heart, he was my Friendz _ * 
| Melt, now it flows; Amintor, Sire a wore” | 9 
To call me to thee. | 
Amin. Oh! 
Mel: Melantins calls his Friend Gantt, Oh thy Arms A _— 
Are kinder to me than thy th 5 _ 
Speak, ſpeak. ' GL 5 
Amin. What? 5 | ; 
Mel. That little word was worth all the ſounds i | * ³ 
That ever | ſhall hear again. „ "0 
Dipb. O Brother! here lies your Siſter ſlain; | — 
Vou loſe your ſelf in Sorrow there. 


Miel. Why Dipbilus, it is 3 ris | | - 

„ thing to laugh at im reſpect of this; - - 2 N 2 
Here was my Siſter, Father, Brother, Bon 2 om 
Al that I had; ſpeak once again; 5 . * 4 


ber Ten lies ſlain there by thee? _ 
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en. Tis Aſpatia, © e 

My Senſex fade, let nit give up 5 Soul | — 

x FM Ines thy Bofom. N 
| Cal. What's that? What's that ? Abatia! 


Mel. I never did repent the Greatneſs of my Heart till now; 
It will not burſt ar nced. 
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Cel. My Daughter dead here too! and yon have all fine new 


tricks to grieve ; but I ne*cr knew any bur direct el th | 
Adel. I am a Pratler, but no more. 
Dipb. Hold, Brother. 
Lyſ. Stop him. 

2 | Dipb. Fie, how unmanly was this Offer in rage 

4% Does this become our Strain? 

. cal. I know not what the matter is, : 5 I am. ER 
Grown very. kind, and am Friends with youz 8 
You have giv'n me that among you will kill me 

Quickly; but I'll go home, and live as long as | can. ? 

Mel. 1 Spirit is but poor that can be kept , ., 

From Death for want of Weapons. 

Is nor my Hand a Weapon good enough | 

- | _, To ſtop my Breath? or if you tie down thoſe, 

I yow Amintor, I will never Ear, "4 3 
Or Drink, or Sleep, or have to do with that th 
That may preſerve Life; this I ſwear to keep. | 

E Look to him tho', and bear thoſe Bodies in. 

May this a fair Example be to me, 

Ivo Rule with Temper: For on luſtful Kings, 
=: 7. _ _ Unlook'd;for, ſudden Deaths from Heav'n arcſent. | 
r But curſt is he that is their Inſtrument, ; Lear onen 


